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For “you know who”—provided 
of course, that she's good 


Listen, my children, and you shall hear 
The story leaves rustle, and drawing near 
The voices of friends like Gay Gingerbread Man 
Who says “Run, run, run and catch me if you can”! 



A Gay Gingham Dog 


Here’s proof that the Gingham Dog of poetic Field fame was 
Scotch; just look at this plaid descendant of his. And there 
will be hundreds like him this Christmas all standing firmly 
around, each with a hi’land bonnet cocked over his weather 
inches tall with button eyes and 
ready-cut in packet No. 128. 


Look here, my children, and you shall see 
Hansel & Gretel as Dutch as can be; 
Little Black Sambo in red coat so bold 
Pants, shoes, umbrella in colors as told 


Golliwog 
No. 185 


We’ve seen miniature Golliwogs atop per¬ 
fume bottles and real live Golliwogs danc¬ 
ing in a smart review, and someway their 
startling inquisitive pertness is always ir¬ 
resistible! Our clever edition will be jolly 
amidst the pillows on a bed or sofa. He’s 20 
inches tall with bright blue, red, black and 
white, in proper solids, stripes and polka 
dots and his hair raising wig—ah, that’s a 
secret, but it is all in the packet No. 185, all 
materials except stuffing. 

Never was there a Story Lore girl with 


more imagination than Alice, and so the 
lucky child who owns this Alice doll may 
step right into a wonderland of fun! She 
stands 16 inches high with glossy brown 
hair pompadoured back, authentically cut 
apron and black felt slippers. Packet No. 
922X contains the stamped cloth dolly, 3 
colors of embroidery thread, hair ribbon 
and yarn for her hair, felt shoes, organdie 
sleeves, collar and apron and dainty print 
drdfes. Lace and braid may be added if you 
choose, but they are not in the assortment. 


They come cut and 
stamped, with all ma¬ 
terials, ready to stuff 
and sew together 



Gingerbread 
Boy No. 183 


Order, my children, and sew as directed 
And there will evolve just as you have 
expected — 


Alice in Wonderland No. 922X 


The Black Sambo packet contains ever 
so many bits of material, enough for a 
brown boy with a black wool pigtail wig, 
red coat, blue trousers, purple shoes with 
crimson soles and the green umbrella of 
felt. He finishes 11 inches tall. All material 
except stuffing included in packet No. 184. 

This chesty, cock-sure little rooster is 
either the crooner who joined the Bremen- 
town Musicians or the crower who refused 
to work for little Red Hen! Anyway he’s 
just the thing for dad’s sock on Christmas 
morning. His tail is three brilliant layers 


of felt feathers with spots and top knot to 
match. He wears a w’scoat instead of wings, 
stands firmly 11 inches tall; all materials 
except kapok stuffing in packet No. 133. 

Hansel and Gretel have the funniest 
round faces with sewed on ears and noses. 
Their wooden shoes are felt, but the rest 
of their clothes may be made of any 
bright materials from your scrap bag. 
Stamped muslin dolls, wig yarn, and em¬ 
broidery threads are in the packets with 
cutting patterns and directions for their 
garments. They finish 12 inches tall. Han- 


A Golliwog, say—with such talent for 
knowledge 

Big sister will carry him right back to 
college! 

sel is No. 478H and Gretel No. 478G. 

How a sleepy tot will adore this cuddly, 
chubby gingerbread boy all made of lus¬ 
trous ginger tan broadcloth. His raisin 
eyes and currant buttons are blue and 
purple, his mouth is orange peel color 
while the nose which was a blob of dough 
is a stuffed applique. Sugar white ricrac 
looks like it might have been squeezed 
from a pastry tube for his cap and jacket 
trim. He’s 10 inches tall with stamped 
broadcloth, ricrac and four colors of em¬ 
broidery thread included in packet No. 183 


Needlework prices on page 28 
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E VERY Christmas season, like old Scrooge 
himself, I am visited by a ghost. But in 
contrast to his, mine is a very lively, very 
excited and happy person. It is, in fact, 
the little-girl-I-used-to-be. And along with her 
come the most nostalgic memories of Christmas as 
I used to know it in the small town of my childhood. 

There were the snowy streets with the sweet 
metallic jingle of the sleigh bells ringing through 
them! There was the general store with its brave 
array of toys in the front window along with the 
tin pans and the felt boots! There was the old brick 
church lighted on Christmas Eve for the Sunday 
School entertainment! Oh, the bright pashmere 
dresses and the ne\y hair ribbons ready for that 
great occasion! Oh, the recitations to be said and 
the songs to be sung! And oh, strangest of all, the 
tender hush that fell upon the audience when the 
old Sunday School superintendent stood forth to 
read: 

“And there were in the same country shepherds 
abiding in the fields, keeping watch over their 
flocks by night.” 

And at last, when the program was ended—can 
I ever forget the thrill of it?—came the treat! 
Assorted candies in little paper boxes with just so 
many chocolate drops in each one (carefully counted, 
I assure you, by the Committee that packed them!) 
Then when all the children were quieted, the burst 
of voices came again in “Joy to the World,” and the 
great public celebration was over. 


<By AGNES 
SLIGH TURNBULL 


you ever on Christmas morning clasp to your breast 
in rapture some toy that can now be bought any¬ 
where for a dime? 

The truth is, of course, that the world has moved 
immeasurably far away from the kind of Christmas 
many of us knew in our childhood. There' are now 
no more merry sleigh-bells on the air; there are 
fewer blazing hearth-stones in the land; there are 
no more waxen tapers on the tree. We have been 
borne resistlessly along in to a highly mechanistic 
age in which marvel jostles marvel, and even our 
very pleasures have become standardized miracles. 
The every-day toys of the average child are now 
so numerous and so wonderful that to find a new 
and unusual one for Christmas taxes the ingenuity 
and the purse of the parent. 

Luxuries have become almost casually prevalent; 
ways of living have grown complex; there would 
seem to be little time or occasion left in these days 
for a festival of wonder. 

But most serious of all, there come now to our 
ears the disquieting echoes from a troubled and 
turbulent world. Where is the peace on earth that 
seemed so imminent on the first Christmas Eve? 
Are we growing steadily farther from its fulfillment? 

Is the Spirit of Christmas Outmoded ? 

These are disturbing questions, which, when joined 
to the hurried and restless quality of our fives make 
it seem as though the spirit of the Christmas sea¬ 
son is for us a thing outmoded and outgrown. 

And yet, let us think again. Our world has 
changed stupendously, it is true. But have we? 
Are we women with our steam-heated houses, our 
telephones, radios, electric sweepers, and automo¬ 
biles, very different fundamentally from our mothers 


and grandmothers? Is it not true that in this very 
year of grace 1936, as we make the fruit cake and 
fill the turkey, we will be thinking the same thoughts 
that have occupied women’s minds on like occa¬ 
sions for generations? 

“Is there too much flour in the cake?” 

“Is it Uncle Bill who doesn’t like sage in the 
dressing?” 

“Will the cranberry jelly jell?” 

And when we go to buy our gifts, even though 
we may shop in a luxurious emporium instead of 
between the cracker barrels in the old general 
store of a generation ago, our deepest desire will 
still be the same as that which dwelt in our mother’s 
breast: the desire that the eager, expectant eyes oc 
a little child shall be made to shine with pleasure 
on Christmas morning. 

So, in thinking of this coming holiday season, I 
hope we can all cling hard to the tenderness and tne 
simplicity that lies at the heart of Christmas. Let 
us fasten the holly to the door and set a lighted 
candle in the window to guide the little Christ 
Child on his way. Let us take time on Christmas 
Eve to steal out for a moment under the stars to 
listen—even in this our day—for the song of the 
angels! 

And although there be dark mutterings of storms 
upon the world’s horizon, this too, is true. Wherever 
a good man and a good woman build a home upon 
love and draw into their own circle of fight others 
who are less fortunate, there indeed, is peace on 
earth. 

So now, my friends, 

“Thy own wish wish I thee in every place; 

The Christmas joy, the song, the feast, the cheer; 

Thine be the fight of love in every face 

That looks on thee to bless thy coming year!” 


★ ★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★★ 


Homely Toys and Simple Joys 

But at home the open fire was blazing, and the 
simple surprises were all ready to be put into the 
pendant stockings. Did you ever, I wonder, with 
childish pains, make a shaving-ball for your father? 
Or a velvet pen-wiper for your mother? And did 
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<By KATHARINE 
HAVILAND-TAYLOR 


-*r TTERY young and engaged, Celie and Jim 
/ had never dreamed that they could be sharp 
/ with one another. It seemed simple; they 
▼ wouldn’t be like other people, that was all! 

“But, dearest, how could we be?” he’d asked with 
an earnestness that made his voice shift and told of 
the fact that it had changed only a few years before. 

“It is different with us,” Celie agreed in hush. They’d 
both been utterly certain it was different. Why, they 
could see, it was plain, that their mothers and fathers 
and “other old people” hadn’t felt what they did. “They 
don’t know—!” 

They sat in the moonlight thinking of how different 
life and love would be for them. Sometimes their 
young eyes misted because—oh, it was so wonderful! 
He said, tone made harsh by hope, “I—I pray I’ll 
never fail you in any way!” 

It was so strange—for that was just the way she felt 
about him! She said so. And then—shaking her young 
head she gasped an “Oh!” that was constricted by the 
emotion that rose in her to fill her. For you simply 
couldn’t say all you felt! Words—words were inade¬ 
quate! But they had a life ahead of them in which 
they would say everything! 

They sat, hands clasped tightly, looking ahead with 
hope and reverence and humbled gratitude and— 
youth’s own certainty that is made of iron. 

“Last night,” she said gently, after a soft, long sigh, 
“mother said father must have a new overcoat next 
winter and he was quite sharp, saying she needed a 
coat, and that—that’s their love making!” 

They laughed gently but with condescension. “Well, 
every one can’t feel this!” he said. He kissed her hand 
lingeringly, he pressed it to his hot cheek. “Oh, Celie!” 
he whispered, adolescent hunger hallowed by being 
mixed with prayer. 

S IMPLY thinking one another’s names then meant 
admission to that misty, new, warm world in which 
one floated, a world in which every commonplace was 
changed. She had hurried to put away the laundry 
before her mother could get to it, “And always before, 
she had to ask me, Jim, and things like that!” 

And he understood, it was that way with him; “I 
guess, come down to it, when people care like we do 
it kind of changes you,” he mused aloud. 

“That’s just it!” she agreed eagerly. They never 
lacked subjects for talk; they never would, she knew. 
She’d never have to say, sharpness but half hidden 
with false sad-sounding patience, “Dear, are you 
listening?” Her poor mother! She must be very good 


to her mother to make up to her for all she’d missed. 
Young emotions are thin and they spread; she wanted 
to be good to everyone; to be “worthy” of him! To 
be—oh! to be just wonderful because of him! 

C ‘T I M! ” said Celie with a hint of whine, but three 
J years later; she had changed; two babies in three 
years do change a woman, with the slowly crystallizing 
realization that life isn’t as you had thought it would be. 

He was reading the morning paper and she had to 
speak again; “Jim!” 

“Urn—” 

“Jim. will you please listen for just a moment?” 
An edge to her voice and resentment in his as he an¬ 
swered, “Well, go to it! I’m listening!” 

But he hadn’t been! And he was looking at her not 
with ecstasy, but with fear; he knew what was coming 
and she had to ask it and he made it so hard! 

“Jim, I have to have five dollars!” she said apolo¬ 
getically and then she stiffened, angered at herself, for 
she wasn’t asking for it for herself. 

He looked worried as he opened his lean bill fold; 
in a minute, she knew it! he’d say, “Well, try to make 
it last!” And some morning when he said that she 
would scream peacock laughter and then there would 
be another Johnstown Flood . . . For he always said 
it, and she did try so to keep down expenses! 

Breakfast was invariably hurried and raucous; the 
babies associated eating with noise; spoons banged on 
trays; crusts went to the floor if you didn’t watch and 
there was so much to watch, with two of them! This 
morning she held Celie Second. She was teething and 
it made her cry so. She would draw up like an ac¬ 
cordion and straightening she would let out a scream 
. . . And the people in the apartment below didn’t like 
babies anyway; they’d never had any. It made it hard. 

Jim said, wearily, “Try to make it last, will you, 
Celie?” as he laid the bill on the table. He was 
changed too; a strain too old for his years was in his 
eyes and his shabby wear framed this to bring it out. 
He’d been saving the five because he knew—a harsh 
swallow—-he’d have to have a new suit pretty soon. 
You have to look fairly well when you go out selling. 
And the office manager had looked him over the week 
before in a way that was a sign-post. 

He saw her face harden; she said hotly, jerkily, “Don’t 
I always? From the way you talk, you’d think I—” 

“Oh, for gosh sake, Celie,” he appealed, rising. In a 
second now tear for the car! 

Anger swelled in her; begging her to lay off when 
he’d started it! “Well, you always act as if I—” she 



THERE WAS A DRESS IN ONE WINDOW 


began, to break off with a sharp, “No, Junior!” But 
the silver spoon with the short, looped handle clattered 
to the floor. 

“Maybe if you didn’t give it back to him he wouldn’t 
throw it around so,” said Jim as he surveyed his son 
coldly; men didn’t care for their children as women did, 
she’d learned. 

“I’ve tried everything, do you think I’m—a fool?” 

“Well, in my opinion, you say too many noes. In 
those books we read before he came,” he nodded to¬ 
ward his son, “it said not to say no.” 

She answered, shaking—up with the baby three 


A STORY THAT REACHES TO THE HEART OF HOME LIFE AND 
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Illustration by MARTHE MOORE 



THAT WAS JUST EXACTLY LIKE THE ONE OF WHICH SHE’D BEEN DREAMING 


hours in the night and—dead! “If you stayed at home 
and took care of them—just—one—day, Jim!” 

H IS face stiffened. She was always complaining. 

And gosh, at the office, he had worries of his own; 
people didn’t want new roofs and it was sell, or out! He 
felt grieved slipping into his shabby overcoat and too 
tired for the start of day . . . Little Celie had howled 
so in the night . . . He said, with the appeal men make, 
“Well, good-bye” and hoped she’d soften, for—it made 
a difference, but her response was made in a small, tight 
voice that he knew, surrounded, her female grief. 


He hesitated, but he couldn’t be late . . . They were 
still laying men off now and again and—you never 
knew. And he had to have work . . . “They wouldn’t 
lay off a man with a wife and two children,” he thought 
faithfully, looking more haggard all the time.- 

Celie wiped her eyes on the skirt of the baby’s 
night-dress. Then, by holding her tightly, she managed 
to get a sip of coffee . . . Jim, going off like that and she 
did try so hard to make the money reach! She remem¬ 
bered his saying, “We won’t have much,” and her 
response, a valiant song of certainty: “Won’t have 
much? Why, we’ll have each other!” 


Now, so much of the time she was afraid that some 
one else would have him. Marriage wasn’t the end of 
doubt; it was the beginning of it. Love wasn’t cer¬ 
tainty; it was fear . . . Her hair that had been so lovely 
now needed petting. It was unmanageable . . . She 
thought a lot about her hair; he had spoken, casually, 
about the pretty hair of one of the office girls . . . She 
had transferred to those careless words, weight from 
the dragging hours when she was alone, when she 
thought—thought—thought. 

The baby squirmed in her tired arms; she jiggled her 
a little ... If she could, somehow, get a new, becoming 
dress and have—her hair waved ... he might see her 
again! Her hair would be pretty if she had time to fuss 
with it. If some night they could get some one to stay 
with the babies and they could—go out. 

“No, Junior!” 

T HE change was so gradual; you hardly noticed it 
until it was made. She’d contributed to it, too, she 
knew. Some days dead to him, she felt nothing even 
akin to love. Yet all days she knew that fear of losing 
him; it was her dominating thought. Those office girls; 
they spent so much on clothes. They could. And men 
didn’t reason; they just saw and enjoyed and—life 
wasn’t fair. 

“But I have the children!” They made everything 
worth while even on the bad days. Her arm tightened 
around the baby ... He seemed to blame her when 
they cried; she felt she had to stand between him and 
his children ... A thousand times, she knew, she’d said 
“But Jim, Junior’s only a baby, he’s only two—” 

But he went on talking of his need for quiet and of 
how he must be fresh for work in the office. Life was 
hard! Was he at this very minute admiring that girl’s 
hair? Sharp, short breath . . . She must get to work, 
she realized, there was a lot to do; there always was. 

Now Junior, fed, was throwing crusts to the floor; 
man child . . . But—she’d changed too. Oh, everything 
was too mixed to think through. “I’ll have to get 
started!” she thought, sitting sagged in her chair . . . 
Letting the babies play for a while; bathing them; they 
were growing heavy and her back ached so much of 
the time. Then naps and turning to what she called, 
“The work” and doing that with one ear toward the 
nursery and with the soft pedal on . . . for if they get 
to sleep you want them to stay so! 

“I’ll have to get started,” she thought again. 

She carried the baby to the crib and after that she 
put Junior into his floor pen. Jim had mentioned that 
girl with the lovely hair but (Continued on page 17) 
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by Ruth 
Moore Morris 

The story of a woman who 
thought she was a failure 

O L D Elizabeth Mallory was cleaning out her 
desk. The top-heavy walnut secretary had 
come across the plains into the Southwest by 
wagon train, and it had served the Mallory 
family ever since. In the locked glass case were yel¬ 
lowed, calf-bound account books. 

The market price of maize, when Texas was fighting 
to be a Republic, and one Mallory had gone to his death 
at the Battle of San Jacinto. The price of grapes for 
the wine presses when Texas had become the Lone 
Star State, and another Mallory was circuit judge 
meting out justice to rustlers, and gentlemen of the 
gambling profession who used guns too freely. 

But the records Elizabeth was sorting did not deal 
with grapes or Indian corn, with the price of cotton 
seed or the early cutting of alfalfa. They were marks 
of passing and failure for more than twenty-five years 
—twenty-five years that Elizabeth had been teaching 
high school English. Freshman English. Sophomore. 
Junior. Senior. Today it seemed to old Elizabeth that 
they were all marks of failure. Her failure. 

Well, the best thing to do was to burn them. Get 
them out of the way. After today she wouldn’t need 
them. After what the President of the School Board 
had said. What he was going to say tonight—publicly. 
“We are unanimous in recognizing your services to 
our public schools, Miss Mallory, but in view of cur¬ 
tailing expenses, and, ahem—” he had coughed gently 
at this point—“and of your age, it seems best to me, 
and the Board concurs with my opinion—” 

Her age! Elizabeth sniffed in a fashion calculated to 
crack the eastern-acquired veneer of manner, which 
the School Board’s new President used for protective 
coloration against the more hearty and direct manners 
of the West. How old did he think she was, anyway? 
Didn’t he know that she’d started teaching school when 
she was eighteen, and gone to summer normal every 
summer for the four following years to get her first 
grade certificate? 

T HAT was another trouble. He wanted no one but 
college graduates on the faculty—college graduates 
with advanced ideas. Elizabeth sniffed again. Maybe 
he didn’t know it, but unless the Mallorys met violent 
death, they kept right on advancing until they were 
eighty, and made a good job of it, too! 

Of course he didn’t know that. He couldn’t be ex¬ 
pected to. He didn’t know the Mallorys, and he didn’t 
know this part of the country. He’d come out here 
with cash in the bank—when the rest of them were 
trying to struggle along on credit—and bought up 
property, a great deal of property, at prices the first 
settlers would have been glad to pay the Indians. Then 
he’d begun by interfering in civic affairs, and ended by 
getting himself elected President of the School Board. 
The rest of the Board followed him—and his ready¬ 


CAN DL£ 


made opinions—like a lot of sheep, who couldn’t see a 
fence when they came to it. 

Elizabeth reached across the wide sill, and flung open 
the window beside her abruptly. Timoteo was probably 
working in the garden, and he could carry these com¬ 
position books away. Then they’d be out of the house 
—out of her thoughts. But the garden was empty. A 
sharp December breeze rattled the leaves of the cotton 
woods until they sounded like examination papers 
before the closing bell. It whipped past the rose bushes 
still in their swaddling clothes of sackcloth. But one 
or two of them were already beginning to show small, 
courageous buds. 

Those roses were famous. Timoteo had them bloom¬ 
ing every year before the season for any rose in the 
upper Rio Grande Valley. Yellow roses, whose frag¬ 
rance old Elizabeth was convinced, was like the spicy 
fragrance of the myrrh and the frankincense the Wise 
Men had brought across the desert that other December 
—nineteen centuries, and thirty-six years ago. 

Velas de vida, Timoteo called them. Candles of life. 
Candles that he brought to life! In another week, their 
pale yellow flames would begin to light the garden. 
But Timoteo wouldn’t be here to tend those flames. On 
a pension of fifty dollars a month, she couldn’t afford 


to keep him on—no matter how long or how faith¬ 
fully he had served her. 

E LIZABETH didn’t want to think about that. No 
use being sentimental at her age. Age? Maybe she 
was getting old! Maybe she was like a worn-out fire 
horse, who still tried to limp out of his stall when the 
gong clanged. Maybe she ought to be pensioned—re¬ 
tired—She banged the window shut. But not before a 
paper, from her desk, had fluttered to the floor. 

“Aunt Elizabeth, what’s this?” 

Julie was at the door. Julie was old Elizabeth’s 
niece. She swooped down on the folded paper. Julie 
had a way of swooping, like a graceful winged bird. A 
red-winged black bird. That was what she was like 
today in her scarlet wool frock. Her black hair shining 
and brushed into crisp black curls at her neck. 

“It looks like a police court report: Any news of the 
missing Henrietta Fredericks will he appreciated! Who 
is the mysterious, missing Henrietta Fredericks?” 

“She isn’t mysterious. And that's no police court 
report. It’s a twentieth reunion bulletin of the class of 
1916. Too many detective stories, that’s your trouble! 
Twenty years ago I tried to teach Henrietta English— 
and couldn’t. That’s all.” 
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Julie laughed. She laughed as easily and as con¬ 
tagiously as her reckless—and, Elizabeth was afraid, 
feckless—father used to laugh when he was her age. 
Julie’s father had inherited the wandering spirit of the 
first Mallory, the young Irish adventurer, who had 
come overland from the Gulf of Mexico with one of the 
early Spanish expeditions. Just now, Julie’s father was 
in Tibet on one of his wild goose chases. So Julie was 
here—for her first Christmas at home. The rest of her 
twenty Christmases had been spent, Heaven knew 
where. Sometimes Julie talked gaily enough about the 
adventures she and her father had shared. A Christmas 
in China. One in Boston, where they had stood in the 
snow and listened to the carols on Beacon Hill. A jolly 
old-fashioned Christmas in the English countryside. 
But there were other Christmases she failed to mention 
—out of loyalty to her father, Elizabeth was sure. 
Wandering around the world like a couple of gypsies 
without a crust between them, half the time. Well, 
Julie was here at last. And old Elizabeth had meant 
to keep her here. But now— 

Julie handed the bulletin to her aunt, “How long has 
the missing Henrietta been missing, darling?” 

“Probably,” Elizabeth told her, “since she got her 
diploma. None of them bothered to think of her from 


that day to this. She wasn’t the kind you thought 
about. If I’d given her a little more thought, I might 
have taught her something. And now,” Elizabeth 
added harshly, “she is the missing Henrietta Fred¬ 
ericks!” 

“You’re an absurd aunt! You sound positively bitter 
about it. A minute ago you were telling me that she 
wasn’t actually missing that was only their sense of 
humor in the bulletin. And now you sound as if it 
were a tragedy!” 

“It is,” Elizabeth said. “I could have given her a 
chance. That was what I was there for. That was what 
the school board was paying me for. I failed, Julie. 
I’ve probably failed a good part of my life, and I’ve 
been too blind to see it!” 

J ULIE threw her arms around her, “You know, you 
are an idiot! Doesn’t everybody say you’ve been the 
mainstay and backbone of these darned old public 
schools? Haven’t you mothered and fathered the chil¬ 
dren—-and brought them out here and made them read? 
Haven’t you taught them history as well as English? 
And given them some idea of what it was all about? 
Life, I mean,—if you want me to go dramatic!” 

“Haven’t you seen to it that they got jobs if they 


"SHE IS A REMARKABLE WOMAN, MY SECRETARY,” THE 
YOUNG MAN WENT ON. "BUT I UNDERSTAND THERE 
IS A MORE REMARKABLE WOMAN HERE TONIGHT.” 


Illustrated by MAY C. BURKE 


couldn’t go to college? And shoved them through their 
entrance exams if they did go? Isn’t this house full of 
rose jars, and marmalade jars, and knitted afghans from 
grateful parents? All they haven’t sent you is one of 
those samplers that says, ‘God Bless Our Lizzie Mal¬ 
lory’—! Why, darling—darling, what’s the matter? 
You’ve been crying!” 

Elizabeth smoothed down her frizzled, coffee-colored 
bangs, and denied that in her best English class man¬ 
ner. The window had been open, and some dust had 
blown in her eyes. That was all there was to it. 

But she hadn’t convinced Julie. “That’s what you 
say! But you’re holding out on me. Ever since that oily 
hippopotamus came out from the school board, there’s 
been something on your mind. Tell me about it, Aunt 
Elizabeth!” 

E LI Z A B E T H had no intention of telling her. Time 
enough after Christmas. She had no intention of 
spoiling the first holidays Julie had ever spent here 
with her own humiliation. 

She clung to her schoolroom manner as being safest, 
“I scarcely think he would appreciate being described 
as an oily hippopotamus. Think of his dignity.” 

“Forget his dignity. It’s all put on, anyway! I want 
to know why he left his arm chair to come all the way 
down here?” 

Elizabeth was cornered. She decided on part of the 
truth, because there wasn’t any use trying to put any¬ 
thing over on Julie—as Julie would have phrased it. 
Julie was wise beyond her years. “He came to see about 
the house. He said if we ever wanted to sell, he’d take 
it off our hands at a good price.” 

“I hope you put him in his place! Doesn’t he know 
the Mallorys have always lived here, and that they’re 
going to keep on living here? Doesn’t he know this 
is home!” 

Home! That was what the first Mallory, that wild 
Irish lad, had thought when he saw the lazy brown 
Rio Grande between its emerald green banks. He had 
thought of the blue mountain peaks, fluted like cath¬ 
edral organs, as a fortress to protect his home. He had 
built a low-lying adobe house, thick-walled against 
Indian arrows. There he had stayed, and after him 
his descendants until the sixth generation, turning the 
alluvial soil of the River bottoms—where once only 
cattails and willows had grown—into vineyards and 
fields of alfalfa and cotton. It wouldn’t be easy to 
leave all that—to turn it over to a stranger. 

“You wouldn’t think of selling, would you, Aunt 
Elizabeth? It would be like taking your heart out and 
selling it! There—I’m going dramatic on you again— 
it’s that wretched bulletin! But I’ve never been so 
glad to be any place in my life.” 

There was an awkward knock, which Timoteo did 
not wait to have answered. Timoteo considered that 
once he had knocked, his passport of entry had been 
signed, sealed and accomplished. Timoteo had been 
inherited along with the house. Not even Elizabeth, 
or for that matter the aged Mexican, himself, had any 
idea of the number of his years. 

He had made bird whistles for Elizabeth and Julie’s 
father when they were chil- (Continued on page 11) 
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"DO NOT WEEP FOR ME,” HE SAID. "WHY SHOULD YOU WEEP?” 


A RDETH stood by the wide window, gazing out upon the valley—by the window 
where, only a few nights ago, there had come to her something beautiful beyond 
naming. A witching, it must have been, she thought now; a madness induced by 
^ m dreaming—for she had dreamed shy young dreams about him she knew as John 
Pembroke. Still on her lips seemed to linger his caress and the memory of him was strong 
in her heart. Had power been given her to call him back, as she watched his slow passage 
along the winding road, she might have recalled him. All her life had been marked by wild 
and hasty fits of temper and the rash acts that temper induced. But her thoughts had not 
been pleasant as she walked towards the orchard—and then to see Jane Marchbanks head 
resting upon his shoulder, her hands upon his arm— 

Jane’s swift footfall behind her—She turned angrily; she had been waiting for Jane. 
She stared searchingly, accusingly at her cousin, and as accusingly, as hotly, the dark girl 
looked at her. 

“You have sent him away!” said Jane bitterly, reproach in every syllable, in the quick 
gesture of her hands. “Ardeth, why did you do a thing so cruel and uncalled for? I can 
guess what you thought. Perhaps did I love a man—” 

“I do not love him!” 

“Had you not loved him, you would never have condemned him unheard; even had there 
been anything for which to condemn him. But I tell you he means nothing to me. He was 
a friend, I admired him—no more than that.” 

“Say you so? And can I believe? Had this been yesterday, had it been even this morn- 



SIGN 



Osteen? 

Concluding a novel of 
seventeenth century romance by 


Louis Arthur Cunningham 


ing I might have thought little of seeing you thus with him. But what kind 
of a woman are you, Jane Marchbanks?” 

Stark, unbelieving astonishment caused Jane’s frail body to stiffen, 
seemed to make it rigid as if it had become stone. And in her eyes was 
a look of hurt, mortal, piteous. It was long before she could speak—a 
long, terribly silent moment and in that moment all the harshness, the 
doubt, the accusation went from Ardeth, as if they had been chaff and a 
purging flame had swept them. She ran to her cousin, gathered Jane 
into her arms and pressed her cheek against Jane’s that was cold. 

“T7 ORGIVE me, Jane! Sweet, kind, loving you have ever been to me. 

J? I am sorry I did say that hideous thing. What matters it to me if— 
You do not hate me for it, Jane—say you do not hate me! But I saw the 
letter that you left lying on my desk. ’Twas open. Before I thought that 
it was yours I had seen—” 

Jane Marchbanks nodded understanding. Ardeth felt the forgiving 
pressure of her fingers. 

“It was careless of me to leave it lying there. No doubt to one who 
did not know the truth—it would look as if the child that Nurse Darnley 
spoke so tenderly about was mine own. You did think that, Ardeth? And 
for that you hated to see me near him. Aye, I cried when I read about the 
little one and because of that letter and all the memories it awakened I 
could not stay in this room last night. I had to go and lay my face against 
the pillow and cry and cry.” 

“Jane! Oh—tell me! What is it that pains you so? I have been most 
cruel to you. But who then is—” 

“Moyra—it was Moyra’s little bey of whom our nurse wrote. You know 
she died before you came to England—” 

“Your sister! But Jane, she was so young—” 

“Aye, she was young and she believed and—oh, sometimes I hate to be 
a woman, Ardeth. I hate it—because of what some men are.” 

“But this man! Surely—you knew.” 

Jane looked with intentness at-Ardeth, with a scrutiny so close and wild 
that it was unnerving. Ardeth started to question its reason, but Jane 

St “Wait^Tell me, do you love this youth you sent from your side? Tel 
me in all honesty, for much more than you can realize depends upon your 
answer. Do not speak hastily, but tell me from your heart—do you love 
him, Ardeth?” 

“I love him, only him. From the moment I met him something m me 
went _went into his keeping and I can never (Continued on page 26} 
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City-State- 

(Fill in completely—print name and address.) If you live in Canada, address General 
Foods, Ltd., Cobourg, Ont. (This offer expires July 1, 1937.) 


Swans Down 

CAKE FLOUR 


{Check the offer you prefer , tee'll pay the postage.) w.w. 12-36 

Frances Lee Barton, General Foods 
Battle Creek, Mich. 

Enclosed is 10«f (stamps or coin), for a copy of “Latest Cake Secrets.” 

Please send me one complete Swans Down Cake Set, as described above, for which 
I enclose $1.00 ($1.25, Denver and West; $1.50 in Canada, including postage and duty; 
$2.00 elsewhere, including U. S. Possessions). 

Name_ 


I F you want to be first in your 
crowd to serve the cake that’s 
going to be the hitof thisholiday 
season and the fad of months to 
come... 

Just try this Chocolate 
Almond Cake. It’s a new flavor- 
thrill in cakes! It’s extra-large, 
too—enough to serve a whole 
party. 

But Remember — it’s a 
Swans Down C ake. Swans Down 
Cake Flour—and only Swans 
Down—can give you as lovely a 
cake as the one that posed for 
this page. Yxi’ll never get that 
velvety tenderness—that won¬ 
derfully rich deliciousness—if 
you use ordinary flour instead. 

Why? Because ordinary flours 
contain a tough, elastic gluten 
—excellent for bread-making— 
but too resistant for delicate 
cake mixtures. 

But the gluten in Swans Down 
Cake Flour is super-delicate. So 
unusually tender it responds 
perfectly to “quick” 
cake leavens. A nd Swans 
Down is 27 times finer 
than ordinary flour! 


CHOCOLATE ALMOND CAKE 

(•5 eggs) 

iy 2 cups sifted Swans Down Cake Flour 

1 teaspoon soda 
teaspoon salt 

1 cup butter or other shortening 

2 cups sugar 

5 eggs, well beaten 

3 squares Baker’s Unsweetened Choco¬ 

late, melted 

1 cup sour milk or buttermilk 

2 teaspoons vanilla 

Sift flour once, measure, add soda and 
salt, and sift together 3 times. Cream but¬ 
ter thoroughly, add sugar gradually, and 
cream until light and fluffy. Add eggs and 
beat well, then chocolate and blend. Add 
flour, alternately with milk, a small amount 
at a time, beating after each addition until 
smooth. Add vanilla. Bake in greased loaf 
pan, 15 x9x2 inches, in slow oven (325° F.) 
50 minutes,or until done. Remove cake from 
pan, cut in halves crosswise and trim to 
straighten edges. Put together with Toasted 
Almond Filling between layers and Mocha 
Chocolate Frosting on top and sides of cake. 
Decorate top with shredded toasted al¬ 
monds, if desired. 

Toasted Almond Filling 

Cook 1 cup chopped blanched almonds 
slowly in 4 tablespoons butter until well- 
toasted, stirring constantly. Remove from 
fire and add 6 tablespoons top milk. Then 
add 3 cups sifted confectioners’ sugar 
gradually, beating until smooth. Stir in 
dash of salt and 2 teaspoons vanilla. Cool 
until thick enough to spread. (For less 
luxurious filling, use A or \\ of this recipe.) 

Mocha Chocolate Frosting 

Cream 2 tablespoons butter; add 1 cup 
sifted confectioners’ sugar gradually, blend¬ 
ing thoroughly. Add ^teaspoon salt, and2 
squares Baker’s Unsweetened Chocolate, 
melted, and mix well. Then add 
4cupssifted confectioners’sugar, 
alternately with l A cup strong 
coffee, until of right consistency 
to spread. Beat after each addi¬ 
tion until smooth. 

{All measurements are level.) 


Looking for gifts? Get this bargain! 

New Improved Swans Down Cake Set 
—a wonderful aid to easier, better 
baking! Set consists of standard mea¬ 
suring spoons (aluminum); cherry 
wood mixing paddle; heavy square 
cake pan (tin); patent angel food pan 
(tin); wire cake tester; standard mea¬ 
suring cup (aluminum); batter scrap¬ 
er; steel spatula; copy of “Latest Cake 
Secrets’’; sample of Swans Down 
Cake Flour. See bargain price below! 
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On the Subject of Lamps and Shades 
to Harmonize with Them 


<By KATHARINE MORRISON KAHLE 


pottery. Undoubtedly some of the most attrac¬ 
tive porcelain and pottery bases are the Orien¬ 
tal. I ine old Chinese porcelain and pottery may 
be used when the purse allows, but there are 
also modern reproductions that are excellent in 
shape and coloring. There are patterned bases 
with birds and flowers or figures and many 
colors but I think the most desirable are those 
of one color with smooth or self toned pat¬ 
terned surface. There are the black glossy pot¬ 
teries that reflect the colors of the room, soft 
oy:ter whites which fit into any color scheme, 
and a variety of tans, grays and soft gray greens, 
as well as a beautiful oxblood red and the many 
blues. Fine reproductions are also made in the 
famous green and orange brown of old Chinese 
pottery, and of pottery mottled in the baking. 
All these oriental reproductions are quite inex¬ 
pensive. A little higher in price are the Rook- 
wood potteries and the pottery of American and 
European cra-tsmen. For more expensive bases 
there are old and modern cloisene vases, bronze 
vases and Chinese figures in jadeite, crystal and 
other semi-precious stones. Dresden or Chelsea 


L AMPS are placed in a room for light and 
j also for their decorative qualities. For this 
latter reason the background is a determining 
factor. What is the setting or particular situa¬ 
tion in the room? What colors should the 
lamp be? Should it be plain or figured and 
should it be dark or light in tone? How many 
lamps are necessary for the proper lighting of 
the room and how many are desirable in the 
decorative scheme of the room? 

A lamp naturally forms a center of interest 
being placed in a furniture grouping with a 
table and a chair or two, at the ends of a sofa, 
or near a desk. Most rooms will accommodate 
one or two large lamps and several small ones. 

One large lamp on a table and a pair of smaller 
lamps that can be placed at sofa ends or on 
twin tables on either side of a fireplace is a 
satisfactory lighting arrangement for a 
medium sized living room. 

Lamps in the same room do not need to be 
identical in the materials of their bases or shades, but 
too great a dissimilarity is to be avoided as is too much 
difference in the sizes of the lamps. Decorative con¬ 
sistency which is determined by texture, pattern and 
proportions should always be followed. 

Whether you choose a bowl or pedestal base for your 
lamp depends partly upon your own desires and partly 


THIS MODERN LAMP BASE OF CORK WITH SIMPLE SHADE HARMONIZES WITH MODERN SETTING 


upon the space on your table. Of course, for a small 
table a pedestal or a tall slender base is most satis¬ 
factory, but the bowl lamp is less formal and is also 
more decorative. 

Vases for lamps may be had in a variety of shapes 
and sizes. Their contours range from the curves that 
match a Queen Anne leg to the square sides of modern 


figures make dainty lamps for bedrooms or for 
French styles of decoration. There are also lovely 
cream white lamp bases made of Lennox china. And 
for simpler rooms jars of copper and brass and Ameri¬ 
can glass may serve as lamp bases. 

The best pedestal lamps follow the styles of the 
various historic periods of (Continued on page 11) 


Photo Courtesy R. H. Macy & Co. 
A' GLASS CRYSTAL LAMP WITH SILK SHADE MAKES 
THIS CORNER OF THE LIVINGROOM INTERESTING 


A LIGHTED lamp is likely to be the greatest center of 
interest in any room. For this reason lamps more than 
any other decorative accessory repay handsomely for 
k.the thought and money spent in their selection. 
Sufficient time should be allowed to try the lamp in the room, 
for a lamp should not only be beautiful in itself, but it should 
also fit into the decorative scheme of the room in which it is 
placed. 

There are many things to take into consideration in choosing 
the type and color of a lamp. First of all, there is the character 
of the room, for while one does not have to keep strictly to a 
period, a certain consistency or degree of elegance should be 
maintained. Thus one would not want to see a delicate Dresden 
figure as a lamp base in a room of masculine modern furniture. 
However, unless a room is strictly period decoration the lamps 
may be anything that is generally attractive 
and harmonious. The size of the lamp is an 
important factor. To determine this one must 
know the size of the table on which the lamp 
is to stand. The table on which the lamp 
stands will not only dictate the height of the 
lamp but also its general contour. 
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Candle of Life 

(Continued from page 7) 


dren. He had worked in the rose garden 
then, just as he did now. He had helped 
with the posadas, the ancient Spanish 
Christmas pageant of the Journey to the 
Inns. Every year he had brought out 
the small figures of Joseph and Mary and 
the babe in the manger, that had been 
carved nearly a century ago for the first 
Christmas celebration in the chapel, of 
what had then been the great Mallory 
hacienda. 

“Look, Senoritas. I have brought the 
pihata. This time it is not a small one.” 
He set the earthenware jar on the floor 
between them. “This time it will hold 
the presents, no matter how many of the 
little ones in the graduating class come 
to the fiesta.” 

Timoteo always called Elizabeth’s pu¬ 
pils, affectionately, the little ones, no mat¬ 
ter what their age or pretensions to di¬ 
plomas happened to be. Unless he hap¬ 
pened to take a dislike to them, and 
then they became, automatically, the bad 
ones. The bad one with the red hair. The 
bad one with the crooked nose. He 
didn’t bother with names. 

Julie laughed. “I should say it will hold 
all the presents! It is big enough to hold 
all of the forty thieves, and it’s the same 
shape as the jars they hid in. Timoteo, 
you’re a wonder! How many will be here, 
Aunt Elizabeth?” 

Old Elizabeth replied vaguely that she 
didn’t know. She wasn’t going to admit, 
yet, that the President of the Board of 
Education had suggested that he didn’t 
care for this idea of a Christmas party. 
He had said he thought it might be bet¬ 
ter to—his word had been “eliminate” it. 
He had said other things, unpleasant 
things, about that party, which had been 
a yearly institution ever since Elizabeth 
Mallory had been teaching school. No use 
going into that now. She would know 


his final decision at the banquet tonight. 

“Well, however many there’ll be, let’s 
get going! I feel Christmas in the air, and 
so does Timoteo. Come on, Aunt Eliza¬ 
beth. We can get out the figures. We 
can set up the altar. I know how it’s 
done. I’ve seen it in Spain.” Julie had 
already swooped out toward the hall. 

“You two go ahead. I haven’t time. I 
have to dress for the reunion.” 

Julie stopped. “Why, I thought the re¬ 
union was to be out here,” she wailed. 
“You said reunions almost always were. 
And I was looking forward to meeting 
the author of that bulletin!” 

Elizabeth smiled when she thought what 
Julie would probably have said to the 
pompous secretary of the class of T5 and 
the Chamber of Commerce, who had 
thought up that line about the missing 
Henrietta Fredericks. “We’ll have to put 
the pleasure off. The reunion was to 
have been here, but your Oily Hippopota¬ 
mus has found such a distinguished 
speaker for the evening, that he decided 
the occasion was worthy of a banquet— 
in town.” 

Elizabeth didn’t add the other reason 
for having a banquet in town. That, in 
a sense, she would be the guest of honor, 
That they would present her with a 
handsome fitted travelling case, or some¬ 
thing equally useless. That they would 
make long-winded oratorical comments 
on her service to the community, her 
many years spent in serving the youth 
of the Southwest. . . . 

“Who is this guest speaker, who’s so 
distinguished he can’t take time off to 
come out here?” 

Elizabeth shook her head. “I have no 
idea. That seems to be the President of 
the Board’s secret. I’ll let you know when 
I come home.” 

(Continued on page 14) 


A Little Light 

(Continued from page 10) 


decoration. There are those of Italian 
and Spanish origin which have the con¬ 
tours of old carved wooden candelabra, 
and pedestals of simple classical columns 
and Empire pedestal lamps with frosted 
glass shades and hanging prisms. 

Of course there are many already as¬ 
sembled lamps on the market today, but 
the supply of materials and accessories 
is also so complete that one should not 
hesitate to assemble one’s own lamp and 
shade. When one buys a lamp base, 
chooses the shade, or better still has a 
shade made to order, selects a finial and 
a base, the lamp resulting is so much 
more individual and distinctive that time 
and money spent are well repaid in add¬ 
ed decorative interest for the room. 

Lamps may be wired for as low as 
$3.00, and stands vary in price from the 
imitation teakwood at 25c up, according 
to size, to real teakwood at several dol¬ 
lars. Blocks of wood and metal also serve 
as stands. Finials, which together with 
the base, give a lamp that professional 
look, can be had in carved ivory and 
crystal in various colors, jadeite, and 
Dresden china. These range from 75c up. 

Both silk and parchment shades may 
be bought already made and are less ex¬ 
pensive unless one can make their own. 
However, if you count on the department 
store supply your style will be literally 
cramped. A shade should be especially 
designed for a lamp. This is possible since 
metal frames can be made in all styles, 
the price ranging from $1.00 up. Pongee 
and rajah silk make good tailored shades 
and may be bound in contrasting colors. 
Taffetas are also smart for shades, espe¬ 
cially the antique taffetas. One manufac¬ 
turer makes a lace-like material which 
has allover Chinese patterns. This mate¬ 
rial comes in a wide range of soft colors. 
In tan over a rose china silk with a white 
lining next to the light this material 
makes an effective shade which is warm 


tan in the daylight and rose when the 
lights are lit. 

Simpler shades may be made of parch¬ 
ment which may be painted or decorated 
with old prints. 

However, the material, size and shape 
of your shade as well as its coloring will 
depend upon the lamp base and the room 
in which the lamp is to be placed. As to 
size, a lamp shade should usually be less 
than half of the height of its base and 
should be adjusted so that the bottom 
edge of the shade is just even with the 
top edge of the vase, thus covering the 
fixtures. This adjustment gives the best 
appearance and the most satisfactory 
light. Of course the exact height of the 
shade will have to be determined by the 
proportions of the vase. Be careful not to 
have the shade too large or the lamp will 
look top heavy and if too small, it will 
look skimpy. The general shape of the 
shade may be determined by the base of 
the jar. A jar with a round bottom looks 
best with a shade with a round bottom 
and a jar with an oval or a square base 
should have the shade designed accord¬ 
ingly. The contours of the vase will de¬ 
cide the exact type of line for the shade 
—that is, whether its side should be 
straight, slanted, or curved, and if curved, 
the exact type of the curve. 

Lamps should form a unit with a few 
pieces of furniture and their tone and 
color should add to the room in the day¬ 
light, and their light lend charm and use¬ 
fulness at night. 

The placing of lamps in a room is al¬ 
most as important as their selection. All 
of the lamps should obviously not be in 
one end of a room, nor should they be 
lined at intervals down one side of a 
room or through the center of the room. 
Instead they should be grouped so as to 
give light at the different points of room 
interest such as at the fireplace, at a desk, 
and beside a sofa. 


coins 

go quicker when you do 
these two things: 



Sal Hepatica does BOTH! 


"When a cold comes your way,” modern 
physicians will tell you, "you can often 
help throw it off more quickly by doing 
certain simple things.” Here are two "first 
steps” to take: 

1. —Cleanse the intestinal tract. 

2. — Help Nature combat the acidity 

that frequently accompanies a cold. 

You can do both these things at once by 
taking Sal Hepatica! 

For not only does this mineral salt lax¬ 
ative cleanse the intestinal tract—quick¬ 
ly, gently, thoroughly—but Sal Hepatica 
helps Nature combat acidity. In this way 
Sal Hepatica aids your system to return 
to its normal alkalinity. 

Ask your doctor—see if he doesn’t stress 
the importance of taking both a laxative 
and an anti-acid in treating a cold. 

So be modern. Whenever a cold comes 
your way, take Sal Hepatica . . . two tea¬ 
spoonfuls in a glass of water. In addition, 


get plenty of rest and quiet—go to bed 
and call a doctor if your cold is severe. 
Watch your diet. Drink plenty of liquids. 
It pays to fight a cold the modern way. 
Get a bottle of Sal Hepatica today. 



TUNE IN : Fred Allen’s "Town Hall Tonight” 
— Full hour of music, drama, amateurs, 
fun. Every Wednesday night —N. B. C. 
coast to coast. 
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Let the doctor's 
judgment guide 


you in your choice 
of a laxative 



Y OUR doctor is a guardian of health. 

He knows that many things that 
seem unimportant to you may be vital 
to your well-being. 

For instance, doctors expect a laxative 
to measure up to certain definite stand¬ 
ards before giving it their approval. If 
your doctor would write down his require¬ 
ments for a laxative, these are the points 
he would consider important: 

WHAT DOCTORS LOOK FOR IN A LAXATIVE 

It should be dependable. 

It should be mild and gentle. 

It should be thorough. 

Its merit should be proven by the test of 
time. 

It should not form a habit. 

It should not over-act. 

It should not cause stomach pains. 

It should not nauseate, or upset digestion. 

EX-LAX CHECKS ON EVERY POINT 

Ex-Lax meets the doctor’s demands. 
Meets them so completely that many doc¬ 
tors use Ex-Lax for themselves and for 
their own families. 

For over 30 years mothers have been 
giving Ex-Lax to their children with per¬ 
fect confidence. Today, Ex-Lax numbers 
its users in the millions. They have made 
it the largest-selling laxative in the world. 

ONE TRIAL WILL CONVINCE YOU 

Try Ex-Lax. Prove to yourself how fine 
a laxative it is. Ex-Lax is not disturbing 
or upsetting. Ex-Lax does not over-act. It 
does not “force” or cause stomach pains. 
Ex-Lax is mild and gentle. Ex-Lax is thor¬ 
oughly effective. Ex-Lax is particularly 
kind to the delicate systems of children. 

THE TASTE IS DELIGHTFUL 

Try Ex-Lax for a pleasant change from 
nasty, bitter medicines. Ex-Lax tastes just 
like delicious chocolate. Children like it, 
of course, and take it without resistance. 
All drug stores have Ex-Lax in 10c and 
25c sizes. Or write for free sample to 
Ex-Lax, Dept. G 126, P. 0. Box 170, 
Times-Plaza Station, Brooklyn, N. Y.. 

When Nature forgets — remember 

EX-LAX 

THE ORIGINAL CHOCOLATED LAXATIVE 


SO HID 



Some Interesting and Authoritative 
Information on the Causes, 
Prevention and Cure of 
“Common Colds” 



.. « Y 'f 

/ ■<, \ x \ ! 
W\ 


One of a Series of Talks on Health 

Py W. W. BAUER, M.D. 

Dr. Bauer is Director of the Bureau of Health and Public Instruction of the American 

Medical Association 


ANY time, from now until spring 

A4 chases away the snowdrifts and 
•X JL brings back the sun. you can 
walk into the office of a big business¬ 
man, if you happen to know any such, 
and see him leaning lugubriously on his 
desk, chin in one hand, sodden hand¬ 
kerchief in the other, eyes streaming, 
nose in dull but angry glow, and sneeze 
echoing upon sneeze. 

“I’be god a code—just a cobbod code,” 
he says. 

Dodging a sneeze, you reply. “Is that 
so? Then why don’t you go hobe—I mean 
home—and go to bed?” 

“Oh, ha-a-choo, excuse me,” he says, 
“d’s dothig. Just a code.” 

If that setting doesn’t please your 
fancy, choose your own place to look in 
—the school, the factory, the home, the 
restaurant, the store, the streetcar, the 
bus, the train. Anywhere there are peo¬ 
ple, you will find colds. Plenty of them 
—if 400 million is what you call plenty. 
That’s an average of three colds a year 
for every man, woman and child in the 
United States. No wonder they got the 
name “common cold.” Some people nev¬ 
er have colds—or hardly ever—but others 
make up for them with one after another. 
Only man and the ape is susceptible to 
colds, and sometimes man seems to act 
like an ape when he has one. 

An Elusive Germ 

Science knows a lot about the cold, but 
there is a lot more that nobody knows, 
and still more that everybody seems to 
know and nobody pays any attention to. 
Science knows, for example, that the 
cold is undoubtedly due to an infection, 
not with any of the common germs, but 
with a living substance or creature too 
small to spy with any known microscope, 
and too small to be captured with any 
filter now known, however fine its grain. 
This substance lives, as shown by the fact 
that it has been grown for fifteen “genera¬ 
tions” on artificially prepared nutritive 
material; apes can be made to have colds 
by spraying their throats with a solution 
which has gone through the finest filters 
and in which no ordinary bacteria can be 
demonstrated. But there is more to it. 
Infection appears to be necessary in order 
to have a cold—don’t worry, your friends 
will see to that—yet it takes more than 
infection. 

Diet Plays a Part 

It appears that diet may have something 
to do with colds, though nobody knows 
as yet just how much. It would be nice 
and easy if we could just say that plenty 
of vitamin A—that means butter, cream, 
carrots and other golden-yellow fruits 
and green vegetables and fish oils like 
cod, salmon, halibut and pereomorph— 
will protect us against infection. Or vita¬ 
min C—oranges, lemons, grapefruit, cab¬ 
bage and other fresh fruits and vege¬ 


tables. Or vitamin D—cod liver oil and 
viosterol and vitamin D milk. Unfortu¬ 
nately we cannot. 

It is quite true that deprivation of vita¬ 
min A may lead to increased suscepti¬ 
bility to infection, since it seems to have 
some function connected with maintain¬ 
ing the integrity of the mucous mem¬ 
branes which line the body, but that is 
not the same as saying that an excess 
over what is necessary to maintain nor¬ 
mal nutrition, will be any help in pro¬ 
tecting the body against colds. There is 
certainly no warrant for adding vitamins 
to cough mixtures. Or depending on 
huge doses of vitamin C to protect against 
colds. 

Very much the same comment applies 
to vitamin D, the cod liver oil vitamin, 
sometimes called the sunshine vitamin 
because taking it has the same effect up¬ 
on the disease rickets, as has plenty - of 
sunshine. The vitamin D situation with 
respect to colds is somewhat complicated. 
Laboratory experiments show no basis 
for considering the taking of cod liver 
oil a satisfactory prophylaxis for colds, 
but clinical observations and the expe¬ 
riences of patients seem to give some evi¬ 
dence of benefit. Since taking cod liver 
oil or one of the other preparations of 
vitamin D in moderate doses, is perfectly 
safe, and since the availability of pleasant 
tasting tablets and other forms of cod liver 
oil removes the objections to the oil it¬ 
self, both on the score of taste and of 
unwanted calories, there would seem to 
be no harm and at least the possibility 
of benefit from this measure. It is best, 
of course, to see the doctor about it first, 
for advice as to appropriate dosage and 
preparation to be selected. Of course, no 
matter what the doctor decides about 
using vitamin preparations, a well bal¬ 
anced diet including plenty of fruits and 
vegetables (vitamins to you), is a requi¬ 
site for good health. Good general health 
seems to be the best protection, if not 
against colds themselves, at least against 
their more serious complications. To this 
extent, it may be said that a good diet 
may contribute to protection against 
colds. 

Body Chemistry a Factor 

Another factor must be considered in 
connection with colds, namely the body 
metabolism or chemistry. The normal 
body is alkaline, with a strong alkaline 


reserve in the blood and tissue fluid 
which enables them to resist acidification. 
A number of your good friends undoubt¬ 
edly assure you that they have acid sys¬ 
tems. Aside from their dispositions, you 
may be sure that they have not—if they 
are alive. True acidity is incompatible 
with life. In health, we are over on the al¬ 
kaline side without any special effort to get 
there, as long as we eat a reasonably well 
balanced diet, of which I repeat the essen¬ 
tials at the risk of becoming tedious— 
namely milk, fresh fruits, vegetables, eggs, 
butter, starchy foods, meats and not too 
many fancy foods, pastries, fried foods, 
and condiments. Abuses of dietary hy¬ 
giene, which have been called candy and 
pastry jags, may indirectly favor the ac¬ 
quiring of a cold when the contact is 
made, as you may be sure it will be. As 
I said before, your friends will bring you 
all the colds you can use, and some to 
boot. 

Influence of Climate 

Contact, chemistry—two important fac¬ 
tors—are abetted by a third, climate. 
Colds are diseases of the fall, winter and 
spring, especially October and January. 
So-called summer colds are often not 
colds at all, but manifestations of allergy 
(hay fever and asthma) which have su¬ 
perficial similarity to colds but are fun¬ 
damentally different in that they have 
nothing to do with infection. But real 
summer colds may occur. Colds are pri¬ 
marily a winter disease, yet not necessar¬ 
ily a cold-weather disease. Eskimos do 
not have colds unless they are in con¬ 
tact with civilization; similar experiences 
have been recorded with white colonies 
(Spitzbergen) living in isolation in cold 
climates and escaping colds until the 
supply ships appeared in the spring, 
bringing with them human beings out of 
civilization, and colds. Climate, then, is 
only an accessory factor; the infection is 
necessary. On the other hand, tropical 
climates do not favor colds. It seems 
reasonable to conclude, and students of 
the common cold do so conclude, that 
while climate is a factor, it operates large¬ 
ly through secondary effects. Cold weath¬ 
er drives the population indoors and 
out of the sun; it often affects their win¬ 
ter diet unfavorably; it favors spread of 
infection through close and more pro- 
(Continued on page 13) 
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longed contacts; in the more civilized en¬ 
vironments it is accompanied by over¬ 
heating of the houses with accompanying 
dryness. On the other hand, high winds 
seem definitely to increase the likelihood 
of pneumonia, and the dust storms of the 
last few summers have been accompanied 
by definite increases in pneumonia, which 
is not surprising. 

Contact, chemistry, climate—and cloth¬ 
ing! Winter is the signal for man to wear 
too many clothes indoors and woman too 
few outdoors. Sensible clothing for per¬ 
sons who live and work in heated in¬ 
teriors, includes light underwear the year 
around, with sufficient heavy outer cloth¬ 
ing for the short periods spent out-of- 
doors. The out-door worker, of course, 
must dress accordingly. Truck drivers 
have sense enough to wear clothes which 
suit their needs, but men and women 
working in offices and stores are often 
too warmly dressed for indoors, and too 
lightly for severe out-door temperatures. 
Dress should be suited to the temperature 
and the needs of the wearer. 

C ONTACT, chemistry, climate, 
clothing—can we add other factors? 
What about custom? The custom, for 
example, of men shaking hands when 
they meet—thus getting a fine oppor¬ 
tunity to size up the opposition and 
slip a few germs over for good meas¬ 
ure. Germs live from hand to mouth 
—your hand to your mouth. Or women 
greeting each other with a kiss, while 
mentally deploring each other’s regret¬ 
table taste in hats? Or children swap¬ 
ping gum or lolly-pops or sharing the 
same apple? Or the mossy old drink¬ 
ing glass which still adorns so many 
of our public buildings where they pass 
the health regulations? Or imperfectly 
sterilized dishes in public eating places? 
Or employers, including school boards, 
insisting that their employees be on the 
job, regardless of colds? 

Contact, chemistry, climate, clothing, 
custom, and currents—of air? What, 
drafts? Yes, drafts. The old-fashioned no¬ 
tion about drafts has modern scientific 
support. Drafts chill the surface of the 
body. Chilling reduces resistance to in¬ 
fections of all kinds, including colds. 
Even a current of warm air will have 
this effect, which explains the cold which 
may be acquired from sleeping under a 
steady breeze from a fan, even on a hot 
night. 

Contact, chemistry, climate, clothing, 
custom, currents—is that all? What about 
courage? I mean the wrong kind of cour¬ 
age. The kind of courage displayed by 
the husky big businessman who would 
not give in to a mere cold, or the brave 
but frail little woman with the same 
kind of misguided gallantry. Afraid of 
being classified as unable, in the parlance 
of the moment, “to take it,” they deter¬ 
mine to fight that cold through all winter 
if it takes that long. And it usually does. 

Courage is all right in its place, but I 
confess to very little admiration for the 
bold, brave hero who will not give in to 
a cold. The more one fights a cold, the 
longer it is liable to last, and the greater 
the chances of serious complications. 
Pneumonia, influenza, acute or chronic 
bronchitis, activating of old tuberculosis 
which so many of us have (and don’t 
know it), ear disease, eye disease—why 
take a chance on all these, when going to 
bed for rest will go far to minimize the 
danger? 

Rest is important in all disease; it is 
doubly so in a disease where no specific 
exists for swift and effective cure. In ad¬ 
dition to rest, a few other general meas¬ 
ures may be tried. Hot drinks, slightly 
alkaline but not alcoholic, plus hot baths 
and plenty of covers induce perspiration 
and may help to break the fever. Fruit 
juices make a pleasant means of taking 
the alkaline drinks, but fruit juices them¬ 
selves are not specifically curative in 
colds. Hot water bottles to the feet are 
often gratefully received by the patient. 
Boorhaave, a Dutch physician of the last 
century, gave advice which is still good: 
‘Head cool, feet warm, bowels open.” 
The head may be kept cool but not 


chilled. Cold air does the patient with 
a cold no good. He needs fresh air in 
plenty, but not cold air, which rudely 
shocks the inflamed membranes and 
makes the situation worse. 

There has been much interest in vaccins 
for colds. It would be so easy and pleas¬ 
ant to be able to take an injection once 
a year or every two years. Even twice a 
year would not be so bad, if one could 
banish colds forever by this expedient. 
So reasons homo Americanus, as long as 
there is no vaccin which can be offered 
without reservations; if there were one, 
he would probably find a thousand ex¬ 
cuses for not using it, as he has in the 
case of preventives for smallpox, diph¬ 
theria, rabies, lockjaw, and other dis¬ 
eases. But there isn’t any sure prevention 
for colds, so it is quite in order for us 
to yearn for the unattainable. Vaccins 
for colds have been developed. The evi¬ 
dence concerning them is conflicting. 
Sometimes injections of vaccin, in the 
case of persons who are constantly trou¬ 
bled with colds, are followed by seasons 
without colds. Whether this sequence of 
events is cause and effect, or merely co¬ 
incidence, is difficult to decide, especially 
since susceptibility to colds has been ob¬ 
served to vary, in groups studied for sev¬ 
eral years, over a cycle of about three 
years—that is two years of susceptibility 
followed by a year of relative immunity. 
If the cold vaccins had been taken just 
before the immune year was due, the 
apparent sequence of events would be 
misleading. Only repeated success could 
be regarded as significant. At the same 
time, the vaccins have the virtue of 
harmlessness, so that if the physician ad¬ 
vises, there is no harm in making the ex¬ 
periment, but without too much optimism. 
Vaccins which have been suggested for 
taking by mouth, are of no avail. 

Sunshine and sunlamps seem logically 
to command interest, because of the com¬ 
parative rarity of colds in sunshiny sea¬ 
sons or climates where the ultraviolet 
rays of the sun are available most of the 
time. There certainly is no objection in 
getting plenty of sunshine in season, pro¬ 
vided one does not try to get it all the 
first day out. As for sunlamps, there are 
two cautions to observe. One is to be 
sure that the sunlamp used is really a 
potent source of sunrays, the other that 
it is not too potent. Lamps for home use, 
especially the cheaper ones, have a tend¬ 
ency to be virtually worthless; on the 
other hand, clubs and gymnasia of cer¬ 
tain types provide access to really potent 
sources of artificial sunlight which are 
easily abused. The doctor is the safest 
guide. In any case, even when safely 
and skillfully administered, ultra violet 
rays are no guarantee against colds. 

I N the light of our existing knowledge, 
defenses against colds seem to be none 
too dependable. In a general way, the 
best advice is to maintain the general 
health and resistance at as high a plane 
as possible by getting plenty of rest and 
eating a well-rounded diet. In view of 
the importance of infection, crowds should 
be avoided; old people and babies espe¬ 
cially should be protected, for their de¬ 
fenses against complications—especially 
pneumonia—are feeble. Kissing should be 
minimized, especially on the mouth. 
Babies should not be kissed at all—futile 
warning! Well, if they must be kissed, 
then on the back of the neck, which they 
cannot possibly put into the mouth. 
Handshaking may be avoided when ex¬ 
pedient, though such avoidance may often 
create embarrassment. Clothing should 
be sensible, adjusted to the temperature 
rather than to the calendar or the fashion. 
Sunlamps and vaccins make intriguing 
additions to the campaign, provided they 
are employed by those who know how, 
and not too much reliance is placed upon 
them. The best preventives are rest, 
good food and the avoidance of exposure. 

While avoiding others with colds, it is, 
of course, only fair to remember the 
Golden Rule and act accordingly. Cover 
coughs and sneezes, not with the hands, 
but with a handkerchief. And keep your 
handkerchief strictly personal. 
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BILL DIDN'T 
ASK ME TO 
THE BIG DANCE 
NEXT MONTH/ 
GUESS THE 
SNOB THINKS 
HE'S TOO GOOD 



WHY, T'M SURE 
BILL LOVES YOU - 

but You’ll lose 

HIM FOR GOOD IF 
YOU DON'T STOP 
BEING SO 
MEAN l 



SAY, IF «[ 
SHE FELT AS 
BAD AS YOU 
DO SHE WOULDN'T 
EVEN HAVE A 
KIND WORD FOR 
SANTA CLAUS/ 


1 THE DOCTOR 
TOLD YOU TO 
QUIT COFFEE AND 
DRINK POSTUM 

instead. You're 

GOING To DO 
TOO — AND GET 
RID OF THOSE 
COFFEE-NERVES/ 



TAKE A TIP 
FROM ME -IF 

You've got 

COFFEE-NERVES... 
SWITCH TO POSTUM/J 

F COURSE, chil- 
1 dren should never 
drink coffee. And the caffein in coffee 
disagrees with many grown-ups, too! 

If you are bothered by headaches or 
indigestion, or can’t sleep soundly, try 
Postum for 30 days. Postum contains 
no caffein. It is simply whole wheat and 
bran, roasted and slightly sweetened. 
Postum is easy to make, economical, 
delicious . . . and may prove a real 
help. A General Foods Product. 

FREE—let us send you your first week’s sup¬ 
ply of Postum free! Simply mail coupon. 

© 1936. G. F. CORP. 


General Foods, Battle Creek, Mich. 

Send me, without obligation, a week’s supply 
of Postum. 

W- W. 12-30 

Name_—-—- 


F ill inco mp let ely, print name and address. 
If you live in Canada, address: General Foods, 
Ltd., Cobourg, Ont. (Offer expires July 1, 
1937.) 
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Simply cleaning your teeth may 
keep them white —for a while! 
But when neglected gums be¬ 
come soft and spongy all the 
half-way measures in the world 
won’t preserve your teeth. 

Don’t take that chance, start 
using Forhan’s. It gives you 
double protection —whitens 
teeth and safeguards gums at 
the same time. 


SAVES GUMS 


Forhan’s was created by an emi¬ 
nent dental surgeon to provide 
double protection; with it you 
clean teeth and massage gums 
just as dentists advise. It costs 
no more than most ordinary 
toothpastes, but ends ordinary 
half-way care! Begin using 
Forhan’s today. 


Also in Canada. 


ORIGINAL, 
Mon PASTE 
GUMSi 
WTEETH 
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“AWoman may Harry 
Whom She Likes!" ' 


— said Thackeray. This great 
author knew the power of wo¬ 
men—better than most women 
do. Men are helpless in the hands 
of women who really know how 
to handle them. You have such /y 
powers. You can develop and use them to win a 
husband, a home and happiness. Read the secrets 
of “Fascinating Womanhood” a daring book which 
shows how women attract men by using the simple 



laws of man’s psychology. 

Don’t let romance and love pass you by. Send us 
only 10c and we will send you the booklet entitled 


“Secrets of Fascinating Womanhood”—an inter¬ 
esting synopsis of the revelations in ‘Fascinating 
Womanhood.” Sent in plain wrapper. Psychology 
Press. Dept. 11M. 585 Kingsland Avenue, St. Louis, Mo. 



Candle of Life 
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“Well, whoever he is. I'll bet he’d like 
it better out here, than having to sit 
through a stuffy banquet in a hotel. And 
I’ll bet you something else. I’ll bet he 
isn’t a he, but a she! Aunt Elizabeth, 
I'll bet the Hippopotamus has the missing 
Henrietta Fredericks up his sleeve. That’s 
why he’s being so mysterious!” 

D RIVING into town that evening, 
in the battered old car that had car¬ 
ried her so faithfully to school five morn¬ 
ings a week, every week from September 
until May, Elizabeth thought how it 
would seem not to be driving in any 
more. She thought of the clear bright 
mornings in the autumn when the cat¬ 
tails along the river still turned golden 
brown. Of cold windy mornings in Feb¬ 
ruary and early March when the sun 
was hidden behind a murky curtain of 
yellow dust. Of early spring mornings 
when the pink of mock almond blossoms 
made the countryside look like a Western 
Japan in cherry blossom season. 

She thought of Timoteo and his simple 
faith. His comforting, “Vaya con Dios 
—Go with God, Senorita.” His candles 
of life that meant the rebirth of hope. 
Yes, that was it. This was the Christmas 
season. The season when hope had first 
been born. If she went with God, He 

could show her the way. 

Perhaps she could even persuade the 
Board to let her take her pension as a 
salary, and go on teaching, so that she 
wouldn’t be retired—out of things! Then 
she would be able to charge for the 
tutoring she had always given freely. 
Julie could take over some of the prac¬ 
tical details of the ranch—housekeeping, 
the bookkeeping. That way she and 
Julie might be able to manage. 

She might even mention it to the Presi¬ 
dent of the Board tonight, if he were in 
an amiable mood—no use leaving every¬ 
thing to faith. Work was equally im¬ 
portant in the scheme of things. What 
was it about those who helped them¬ 
selves? 

But once inside the hotel it seemed to 
Old Elizabeth that not only her faith, 
but her ability to plan evaporated. The 
steam radiators were hissing noisily. It 
was close, and there were too many peo¬ 
ple. The President of the Board was 
apparently in an amiable mood, but ev¬ 
ery time she tried to get near enough to 


was never sure afterward. The table 
with its garish poinsettias disappeared, 
and the silver Christmas tree that didn't 
look like a Christmas tree, but like an or¬ 
nament out of a department store win¬ 
dow. So did time. It was twenty years 
ago . . . 

She and Timoteo had been preparing 
the house for the Christmas party in 
honor of the midyear graduating class. 
The class who were now sitting here 
eating chicken which was tough, and 
cranberry jelly which hadn't jelled. Hen¬ 
rietta Fredericks had come out from 
town to help. Elizabeth could see her. 
Setting up the wooden sheep and wood¬ 
en donkeys on the altar in the musty 
chapel, as patient and as wooden as the 
animals themselves. Not asking for help 
that afternoon—never asking. But al¬ 
ways needing it—always being denied. No 
candle of life for Henrietta! 

Then it was evening, and the long hall 
of the Mallory house was cleared. The 
lights were put out—all but the candles 
which the Holy Family carried as they 
knocked at the inn doors, and chanted 
the age-old verses of the Posados, the 
Journey to the Inns. 

The President of the Board had said 
that he didn’t approve of such Christ¬ 
mas celebrations. He didn’t exactly ap¬ 
prove of the prayers in the chapel at mid¬ 
night either—the chapel which had been 
built so that the workmen on the ranch 
might worship there after their own 
faith . . . which was not the faith of the 
Mallorys. But then the Mallorys had al¬ 
ways believed in tolerance. 

He had said that Christmas should be 
American—perhaps he meant like this. 
The President of the Board said that it 
must be non-sectarian. Elizabeth won¬ 
dered, with a return of her usual humor, 
whether he would have considered the 
pihata sectarian. Blind man’s buff, with 
canes to break the earthen-ware jar hung 
from the rafters, so that the presents 
showered to the floor, and then the rough 
and tumble after them. Elizabeth remem¬ 
bered that on that night twenty years ago, 
only Henrietta Fredericks had been too 
stolid to scramble after her share of can¬ 
dies and nonsensical toys. 

Henrietta! Why couldn’t she forget 
Henrietta? If only the speaker of the 
evening, whoever he or she was, would 
come and sit in that empty chair .... 



By RENE HAWKINS 

There is no time —no time —to polish off a sonnet 
Of my love! 

And so, dumbly I stand, 

Bent over brown scarred board and coaxing iron, 
Smoothing your best white shirt. 


talk to him, he was addressing a new 
group with one of his bombastic sen¬ 
tences, “Now, in my opinion ...” 

At last they were all seated. The class 
of 1915, who had grown from gangling 
high school seniors and pretty girls, into 
thin realtors, nose-glassed bankers, 
paunchy secretaries of the Chamber of 
Commerce and their wives. There was 
only one empty chair, across from Eliza¬ 
beth-next to the President of the Board. 
The chair of honor for the speaker of 
the evening, of course. Elizabeth re¬ 
membered Julie’s prophesy, and suddenly 
it seemed to her that the chair must be 
meant for Henrietta Fredericks. The 
missing Henrietta Fredericks. The ghost¬ 
ly Henrietta who had come back to haunt 
her. . . . 

Probably Elizabeth ate the food that 
was put before her. The warm fruit 
cocktail with the dark lumps of banana 
in it. The limp stalks of celery. The 
olives that tasted salty as tears. But she 


The President of the Board got up. 
“Ladies and gentlemen, friends and fel¬ 
low classmates—although I did not have 
that pleasure, I feel that I can so address 
you.” (Polite laughter) 

Elizabeth was not listening, but now 
and then she heard a phrase, “The speak¬ 
er of the evening—winner of the Nobel 
prize—for literature—My surprise when 
he consented to stop off here on his jour¬ 
ney to California and speak to you—ahem 
—on the education of the future—a sub¬ 
ject that is very near to my own heart. 
When I wrote him I scarcely dared hope 
for such good fortune—.” 

So Julie had been wrong! The empty 
chair was not for the plodding Henrietta, 
but for a famous man. A Nobel prize 
winner who would speak on the future of 
education. Another modem, whose ideas 
undoubtedly coincided with those of Ju¬ 
lie’s oily Hippopotamus. A friend of his 
probably—otherwise he wouldn’t have 
(Continued on page 15) 



Distressing chest colds and minor throat 
irritations should never be neglected. They 
usually respond to the application of good 
old Musterole. Musterole brings relief 
naturally because it’s a “ counter-irritant 
NOT just a salve. It penetrates and stim¬ 
ulates surface circulation, helps to draw out 
local congestion and pain. Recommended 
by many doctors and nurses — used by 
millions for 25 years. Three kinds: Regular 
Strength, Children’s (mild), and Extra 
Strong, tOp each. 



WAKE UP YOUR 
LIVER BILE- 

Without Calomel—And You’ll Jump Out 
of Bed in the Morning Rarin’ to Go 

The liver should pour out two pounds of liquid 
bile into your bowels daily. If this bile is not 
flowing freely, your food doesn’t digest. It just 
decays in the bowels. Gas bloats up your 
stomach. You get constipated. Your whole 
system is poisoned and you feel sour, sunk and 
the world looks punk. 

Laxatives are only makeshifts. A mere bowel 
movement doesn’t get at the cause. It takes those 
good, old Carter’s Little Liver Pills to get these 
two pounds of bile flowing freely and make you 
feel “up and up.” Harmless, gentle, yet amazing 
in making bile flow freely. Ask for Carter’s Little 
Liver Pills by name. Stubbornly refuse anything 
else. 25c at all drug stores. © 1935, C.M.Co. 
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Just a Funny Old Song 
Everybody Knows 



consented to stop off and speak at a high 
school class reunion banquet. Elizabeth’s 
heart felt as heavy as if it were being 
dragged down by the lead weights in the 
creaking hall clock at the ranch. 

The Hippopotamus was rubbing his 
hands unctuously, “Unfortunately, our 
distinguished guest has been unavoidably 
delayed. So while we are waiting for his 
arrival, we may—ahem—turn to the sub¬ 
ject of Miss Elizabeth Mallory. Miss 
Mallory, as you know, has faithfully 
served the cause of education—ahem— 
after her own fashion—for a great many 
years!” 

Elizabeth’s cheeks turned a bright pink. 
She clutched her delicate handkerchief, 
that had been a gift from a grateful par¬ 
ent. as tightly as if it had been a stout 
parachute, the only thing between her 
and limitless space. She had expected 
humiliation—but not this! But none of 
them must know! None of them must 
guess how she was being hurt. 

She sat up very straight. A little figure, 
in the old-fashioned black lace that she 
wore for every graduation and every re¬ 
union. with her grandmother’s cameos 
about her neck. She was not good look¬ 
ing. Elizabeth had never had Julie’s 
grace of face or figure. But she had a 
certain dignity, and it was not assumed. 
It was a dignity of the heart and the 
mind, and it set her apart from all the 
other guests at the long table. 

The President of the Board was saying, 
“We have decided, in view of Miss Mal¬ 
lory’s long service, to present her with 
a slight, but—ahem—handsome token of 
our esteem—” 

Cheers and handclapping from the class 
of '15 drowned out the rest. But the time 
had come. He would bring out the fitted 
travelling case or the six pairs of white 
gloves that would have to be kept in 
camphor, unless Julie wanted them, and 
then he’d say, “Ahem—we on the board 
have decided that certain changes are 
necessary—!” Elizabeth knew. 

B U T he never got as far as certain 
changes. There was a hushed commo¬ 
tion at the door. Two bell boys were 
there. And the hotel manager—class of 
'21—very official now. He ushered in a 
slight young man in tweeds. 

He smiled at them all. “I’m afraid I’m 
late. You’ll have to blame it on the train, 
and you’ll have to blame these on the 
train!” He gestured toward his tweeds, 
but as far as anybody there was con¬ 
cerned, he might have been wearing the 
brocade and satin that he so often wore, 
and carrying a sword instead of an old 
felt hat. 

They all knew him as well as if he 
had studied English under Elizabeth along 
with the rest of them. He was the young 
actor-manager-playwright whose films 
were so glamorous that Hollywood pro¬ 
ducers tried to bribe him to stay on there, 
permanently. He was that astonishing 
young man who won prizes in drama one 
day—and starred in his own prize-win¬ 
ning plays the next. 

All at once the banquet was no longer 
a dull and tawdry affair in a hotel run 
by a member of the class of ’21. It was 
high adventure. It was something to be 
remembered for a lifetime. Elizabeth’s 
cheeks turned a deeper pink, and she 
found herself surreptitiously rubbing a 
bit of chamois across her nose. If only 
she could have had this one last reunion 
at home, where Julie also could have 
met him! 

The young man didn’t waste any time. 
He came straight to the point, just as he 
did in his plays. “I was asked here to 
talk on the future of education. The 
trouble is, I didn’t have an education!” 

He smiled at them again, and Elizabeth 
reflected that a man with a smile like that 
didn’t need to go to school. He had some¬ 
thing infinitely more precious than could 
be learned from books. “The only thing 
I can talk about is my experience. It may 
be a poor thing, as Shakespeare used to 
remind us, but it’s my own, and I would¬ 
n’t give it up for any other education!” 

From that moment on, he took them all 
into his confidence. The teller of the Lone 


Star National Bank. The head of the 
Boost-the-Southwest Real Estate Com¬ 
pany. The secretary of the Chamber of 
Commerce. The Hippopotamus himself. 
And their wives—if Elizabeth hadn’t been 
so absorbed she would have been amused 
at their wives. They were preening them¬ 
selves like peacocks on parade. 

He told them how he had written one 
play. By a piece of luck it went over. 
For the first time in his life he found 
himself with dollars instead of pennies in 
his pockets. “But then, in a sense, I was 
no better off than I had been before. I 
didn’t know why it had been a success! 
I was sure I couldn’t repeat it. But, by 
another piece of good luck—I thought it 
was extravagance at the time—I hired a 
secretary. 

“And, she turned out to be a doctor— 
not a secretary! She diagnosed my case. 
She told me how the internal organs of 
my play worked. Then she worked with 
me. She slaved, and she made me slave. 
I can tell you. But more important, she 
knew the background of literature. She 
knew how to use that background, as a 
set of fine-edged tools to carve out what¬ 
ever I may have done since. 

“She told me once, that English was 
the most valuable subject in any school, 
for any pupil. Prejudiced in favor of 
English as I am, I felt she was overstat¬ 
ing the case. And then this secretary of 
mine wrote down a list of the professions. 
Lawyers, doctors, engineers, salesmen— 
There were twenty of them, I remember, 
but those are enough to illustrate her 
point. She said a doctor can get along 
without law. A lawyer does not have to 
have a knowledge of medicine but he does 
have to be able to address the jury!— 
Every man who is earning a living, uses 
English every day in his life, whether he 
builds bridges or persuades the public 
to buy automobiles. Every woman uses 
it, whether she is a housewife or a great 
lady.” 

E LIZABETH was so astonished 
that she almost dropped her after- 
dinner coffee cup. She might have been 
listening to herself. She might have been 
exhorting sophomores or seniors to study 
English—to realize its practical applica¬ 
tion in all walks of life. For twenty-five 
years she had said and believed these 
same things. 

Now all her former English pupils were 
listening to them, as if they were hither - 
to-undiscovered jewels of wisdom, uttered 
by a prophet who had come for the ex¬ 
press purpose of showing them this new 
road to learning. The Hippopotamus was 
nodding his head in agreement. He was 
undoubtedly saying to himself, “Here is 
exactly the method we need in our 
schools!” 

“She is a remarkable woman, my sec¬ 
retary.” The young man went on, “But 
I understand there is even a more re¬ 
markable woman here tonight. The one 
who taught my secretary—and through 
her taught me!” He bowed toward Eliz¬ 
abeth. But still Elizabeth didn’t under¬ 
stand. 

“She is the real reason why I am here 
tonight!” He was addressing Elizabeth 
directly now. 

“You see. Miss Mallory, I knew you the 
minute I came in. Black lace and cameos. 
She said you always wore them. I would 
have known you anywhere from her de¬ 
scription. And with the permission of 
the rest of my hosts, I am going to ask 
you a favor. May I come to your Christ¬ 
mas celebration? May I have the privi¬ 
lege of watching the Journey to the Inns? 
Of seeing the tableau of the wise men? 
Of going to your little chapel at mid¬ 
night? 

“You see—” he hesitated, and Elizabeth 
warmed toward his diffidence, and friend¬ 
liness. He was human. Thoughtful. 
Julie would like him. “—I would like to 
use them in my next play, if I may. Hen¬ 
rietta—Henrietta Fredericks is my secre¬ 
tary—says I have never done anything 
half so dramatic. I hope that I do not 
seem irreverent when I say that. I know 
the posados mean more than any drama 
(Continued on page 17) 


“T T 7E sing, we sing, we sing of Lydia 

V V Pinkham,” so go the words of an 
old song known on every college campus. 

Old grads sing it at their class reunions. 

The young people sing it at home on 
their college vacations. 

“How she saved, she saved, she saved 
the human race—” remember the words 
of the parody? 

From laughing young lips that have 
never known the twist of pain it conies 
with gay abandon. 

But to silver haired mothers who have 
run life’s gauntlet, to women who have 
lain on the rack in childbirth, known the 
fiery ordeal of the “change”—these words 
bring grateful memories. To them it is 
much more than just a funny song. 

Lydia E. Pinkham is well known in 
the history of American women. 

She began her work in the light of little 
knowledge. Her laboratory was a kitch¬ 
en. Her compounding vat an iron kettle. 

But today her work is being carried 
on under the banner of modern science, 
and her product is made in a great plant 
occupying six modern factory buildings. 

Not a Patent Medicine 

You may be surprised to know that 
Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable Com¬ 
pound is not a patent medicine. 

On the contrary it is a standard pro¬ 
prietary compounded to aid women in 
facing the three major ordeals of their 


sex. It is to be found in every reputable 
drug store. 

\Ye who carry on the work of Lydia 
Pinkham do not offer this Vegetable 
Compound as a panacea or a cure-all. 

We do know it has been tested and 
approved by women of three generations. 
We do know that a million women have 
written to tell us it has been helpful 
during the three most difficult ordeals of 
their sex: adolescence, motherhood and 
“middle age.” 

If you are in need of help we can hon¬ 
estly advise you to give Lydia E. Pink- 
ham’s Vegetable Compound a fair trial. 

We know what it has done for others. 

We have every reason to believe it will 
do the same for you. The Lydia E. 
Pinkham Medicine Company, Lynn, 
Massachusetts, U. S. A. 


For three generations one woman has 
told another how to go “smiling through” 
with Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable Com¬ 
pound. It helps Nature toneup the system, 
thus lessening the discomforts* which 
must be endured, especially during 

The Three Ordeals 
of Woman 

/. Passing from girlhood into woman¬ 
hood. 

2. Preparing for Motherhood, 
j. Approaching “Middle Aged* 
functional disorders 


One woman tells another how to go “Smiling Through with 
(S- Vegetable Compound 
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YOU 


GET 


YEW VIEW OF 



Photo at upper left — 

A view of you, ready to go, in a vel¬ 
vet hat, maple suede gloves with 
flexible ruby and diamond bracelet 
worn the new way, outside the glove, 
and a lame dress. 


707—You never looked lovelier than you will in your tunic 
suit. If you trim it with fur or fur fabric, also trim your hat 
with some of it. Designed for sizes 16, 18 years, 34, 36, 38, 40, 42, 
44 and 46 bust. Size 36 requires 4% yards 54-inch material with 
2% yards 39-inch lining. 

701—A dress to live in. Flawless and simple, you will love it 
in rayon, silk with surface interest or a light wool. Designed 
for sizes 14, 16, 18 years, 34, 36, 38, 40, 42 and 44 bust. Size 36 
requires 4 yards 39-inch material. 


Do have a fur trimmed turban. And you might drop 
a subtle hint where it will do the most good, that 
cypripedium orchids look lovely with your fur or 
your fur trimmed coat. 


Patterns, 15c postpaid, or Winter Fashion Books at 10c postpaid, from shops selling Woman’s World New York Patterns or from Woman’s World, 461 Eighth Ave., New York. 
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This Home-Mixed 
Cough Remedy is 
Most E ffective 

Ea sily Mixed. Needs No Cooking. 

Cough medicines usually contain a large quan¬ 
tity of sugar syrup—a good ingredient, but one 
which you can easily make at home. Take 2 
cups of granulated sugar and 1 cup of water, 
and stir a few moments until dissolved. No 
cooking ! No trouble at all. 

Then get from your druggist 2*4 ounces of 
Pinex, pour it into a pint bottle, and add your 
syrup. This gives you a full pint of truly 
wonderful medicine for coughs due to colds. It is 
far better than anything you could buy ready¬ 
made, and you get four times as much for your 
money. It lasts a long time, never spoils, and 
children love it. 

This is positively the most effective, quick-act¬ 
ing cough remedy that money could buy. In¬ 
stantly, you feel it penetrating the air passages. 
It loosens the phlegm, soothes the inflamed mem¬ 
branes and makes breathing easy. You’ve never 
seen its equal for prompt and pleasing results. 

Pinex is a concentrated compound of Norway 
Pine, the most reliable soothing agent for throat 
and bronchial membranes. Money refunded if it 
doesn’t please you in every way. 


MAN AND WIFE 
WANTED' 


TO RUN LOCAL 

COFFEE AGENCY 



560 '? WEEK 


TO MAKE UP TO 

Man to deliver and collect; wife to han¬ 
dle orders, keep records, demonstrate, etc. 
Route of 75 to 150 regular customers 
easily handled. The business is pleasant, 
no special training needed as we send 
everything you need, including case full 
of products. i liirty-t ay trial—no money-risk to 
you. We send complete, simple instructions for 
running this business with your home as head¬ 
quarters. Build your business on our capital. Ford 
Cars given producers as bonus. Full information 
and money-making facts free; no obligation. Write 
today for our free book. Then decide. Address 

ALBERT MILLS,' *S^SSSSSI» 


NEW 

FORDS 

GIVEN 

PRODUCERS 

Over and 
above cash 
earnings, I 
give brand 
new Ford 
Sedans to 
producers 
as a bonus. 
Not a con¬ 
test or a 
raffle. 


HAPPY RELIEF 
FROM PAINFUL 
BACKACHE 

Caused by Tired Kidneys 

Many of those gnawing, nagging, painful backaches 
people blame on colds or strains are often caused by 
tired kidneys—and may be relieved when treated 
in the right way. . , . „ a ^ . 

The kidneys are Nature’s chief way of taking ex¬ 
cess acids and poisonous waste out of the blood. Most 
people pass about 3 pints a day or about 3 pounds 
of waste. ,, . . 

If the 15 miles of kidney tubes and niters don t 
work well, poisonous waste matter stays in the blood. 
These poisons may start nagging backaches, rheu¬ 
matic pains, lumbago, leg pains, loss of pep and en¬ 
ergy, getting up nights, swelling, puffiness under the 
eyes, headaches and dizziness. 

Don’t wait! Ask your druggist for Doan's Pills, 
used successfully by millions for over 40 years. They 
give happy relief and will help the is miles of kidney 
tubes flush out poisonous waste from the blood. 
Get Doan’s Pills. 



plated case. Or big cash commission. Yours for SIMPLY 
GIVING AWAY FREE big colored pictures with well known 
WHITE CLOVERINE SALVE used for burns, chaps, sores, 
etc., easily sold to friends at 25c a box (with picture FREE) 
and remitting per premium plan book. Choice of many other 
premiums. 42nd season. Be First. WRITE TODAY for or¬ 
der of White Cloverine Salve and pictures sent postage paid. 
WILSON CHEM. CO., INC., Dept. 54-U TYRONE, PA. 


Gall Colic 


Torpid Liver, 
Gall Bladder 
and Stomach 
Conditions 
Need 
Attention 


Try to avoid operations if possible. Medi¬ 
cate early symptoms first—treat the sus¬ 
pected cause in a safe, painless, inexpensive 
way at borne. Assist the sluggish liver in 
promoting thin, healthy bile. Write Home 
Drug Company, 18-141 North Fourth Street, 
Minneapolis, Minn., fora practicing special¬ 
ist’s Prescription No. 69, on liver and gall 
bladder conditions. Get literature on treatment 
reported as resultful by users for 30 years. Sold 
under money-back guarantee. 


LEG SUFFERERS 

Why continue to suffer? Do some¬ 
thing to secure quick relief Write 
today for New Booklet—"THE LIEPE 
METHOD OF HOME TREATMENT." 
It tells about Varicose Veins, Varicose 
Ulcers, Open Leg Sores, Milk or Fever Leg. 
Eczema. Liepe Method works while you 
walk. More than 40 years of success. 
Praised and en dorsed by thousands. 



LIEPE METHODS 3284 N. Green Bay Ave.» 
Dept. 61-Nt Milwaukee, Wis, 


FREE 

BOOKLET 



TKeadre 


_ (42nd Yr.) Acting. Directing. Teaching for Stage. Talking Pictures. Ra¬ 
dio,Drama. Dance. Musical Comedy, Opera. GRADUATES: Lee Tracy 
Peggy Shannon. Fred Astaire. Una Merkel, etc Stock theatre appearances 
Debuts. Write Sec’y Shayne for Catalog. 66 W. 85th St., N. Y. 


The New Dress 


( Continued 

once . . . She’d heard that when men 
didn’t mention girls—then, look out! Per¬ 
haps—her pale cheeks stung with colour 
perhaps at this moment he was leaning 
over her desk smiling at that girl, as 
he’d once smiled on her. She was tense 
from the hot fury that grows of woman’s 
imagining. 

She noticed Junior’s woolly rabbit and 
the anger died; it was pig-coloured again. 
“I’ll have to wash that!” she thought 
dully. 

The baby wailed in her crib; teeth. She 
stared, questioningly at the floor, for 
the man in the apartment below worked 
by night and slept by day and—wanted 
his sleep. If he stamped around she’d 
have to let the work go and hold Celie. 
But he didn’t and Celie second quieted. 

The kitchen, one ear cocked to the 
nursery room on the court, sterilizing 
bottles, mixing the formula, lime water, 
milk, a little sugar . . . She didn’t meas¬ 
ure it any more. She gave a quick, esti¬ 
mating glance to the heating milk and 
hurried to the dining room to carry out 
the breakfast dishes . . . But—sizzle and 
smell—and the milk boiled over! “And 
I cleaned that stove yesterday,” she 
thought heavily, wanting to—cry! 

T HE smell of the milk turning to 
something like brown tissue paper on 
the burner made her a little sick. Spilled 
milk . . . Her mother and father, and 
Jim’s mother and father, too, had begged 
them not to marry so young, she remem¬ 
bered. They’d laughed over it together. 
Did Jim remember this as she did? That 
girl! If he wanted to be rid of her after 
she’d had two of his babies as men some¬ 
times did—she stiffened with anger. That 
wasn’t fair, she realized. She was think¬ 
ing this, not he. 

And she hadn’t understood her mother. 
She’d said to her mother, “Mother—isn’t 
Jim wonderful?” And her mother had 
answered with a level, “He’s a very nice 
young man—” 

She’d thought her mother dull. 

Maybe she could take time to scrape 
the carrots now, start them to boiling, and 
when the babies were bathed and settled, 
push them through the sieve. You could 
buy canned vegetables prepared for ba¬ 
bies and once she would have seen the 
cost as reasonable. But when you watch 
every penny—if Jim could only get a 
raise! The last time she’d mentioned this 
he’d gone off the handle; he’d said shak- 
enly, unevenly, that he was—doing his 
best! As if she were accusing him; they 
couldn’t half the time now, seem to make 
one another understand and trying to 
do so only started another quarrel. And 
each time they talked, who had known 
they would always have so much to say 
to one another, they found themselves 
slipping into some difference of opinion 
and growing angry. “But, Jim, just a sec¬ 
ond ago, you said—” and from him a 
weary, “Oh, gosh, Celie!” that cried for 


Candle 


from page 5) 

peace when half the time he’d started 
it. “He did!” she’d reason, retracing steps 
as young women do, and he forgot their 
quarrels so easily and she resented that. 

Perhaps, she reasoned, moving around 
the kitchen, strained by listening for the 
babies’ cries, she’d better do the dishes 
and make the kitchen look nice so that 
if anyone should happen in— 

He hadn’t kissed her good-bye in the 
morning for ages, she mused. Not since 
April anyway. No, it was May. He had 
stopped that morning when she’d asked 
him with brittle, sharp suspicion, why he 
wore his best tie—to the office. She mois¬ 
tened her lips. If a woman could only 
know what was going on. “It’s better to 
know, I’d rather face anything—than not 
know!” 

She put the soap shaker into the dish 
pan to turn a stream from the hot water 
faucet on it, hut it was only luke warm 
again, and some fools said love meant 
trust and giving ... To look really pret¬ 
ty again and make him see her; to go 
out with him one evening and be young 
and happy and rid of fear! To have him 
look at her as he once had ... To have 
him say “Celie—!” in that tight, hungry 
way . . . Thank heaven, the water was 
growing warmer ... To lie abed a whole 
morning; to have her mother appear at 
noon, saying, “There’s a box of flowers 
downstairs for you!” Flowers! ... Prob¬ 
ably that girl in the office with pretty 
hair had flowers sent to her ... If Jim 
—ever sent another woman—flowers! Her 
motions were sharp and quick from sud¬ 
den tension . . . No, love wasn’t peace! 

Those days she had got up slowly to 
dawdle, bathing, dressing . . . and then 
down town to have her hair washed, 
waved and to look into shop windows. 
She thought, “I’ll have to have a new coat! 
My old one won’t go through this win¬ 
ter!” 

Then her wandering thoughts were 
ended by a keen-edged, piercing cry that 
came, she knew, from Junior. She raced 
to the nursery where her son beamed at 
her as she appeared; he’d wanted atten¬ 
tion. “You devil!” she said sharply and 
then softened. She picked him up and 
her eyes stung. She whispered, “I—I have 
you!” 

Now he was again in his play pen and 
happy banging around a bracelet she’d 
once cherished. But anything to keep 
them quiet! She picked up diapers to 
dump them into the pail that made the 
bathroom smell acridly sharp. She 
thought of the lavender hath salts she’d 
used before marriage and with unusual 
yearning because—-her hack ached so! 
She thought, sending a quick glance at 
the pail, “I’ll let those go a little while; 
I guess I have enough.” 

Back to the kitchen; and Celie second 
cried. And then the milkman came to 
collect ... So much happening all the 
time and men thought you did nothing 
(Continued on page 19) 
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to you, Miss Mallory. But if you would 
allow me—” 

The Hippopotamus was on his feet in¬ 
stantly. For an unwieldy man he was 
never slow. He was saying that in behalf 
of Miss Elizabeth Mallory—from now on 
head of the English Department of the 
Public Schools!—of himself and of the 
members of the board, he wished to ex¬ 
tend a cordial invitation to their distin¬ 
guished guest, to attend the graduation 
exercises which were always automat¬ 
ically held at the old Mallory homestead, 
one of the historically important spots of 
the region. 

Elizabeth scarcely heard. Two hours 
ago she would have given almost any¬ 
thing she possessed to hear half of that 


—any of it! Head of the English Depart¬ 
ment of the Public Schools instead of be¬ 
ing pensioned! Now, through her tears 
—and she didn’t even try to pretend she 
wasn’t crying—she saw the chair across 
from her. 

It seemed to her that it had never been 
intended for the distinguished speaker of 
the evening. It seemed to her that it was 
for Henrietta. That Henrietta was sitting 
there now. It seemed that Henrietta, as 
patient and plodding as the carved don¬ 
keys and wooden sheep for the altar in 
the chapel, had asked for help—and that 
she had received it. That Henrietta’s 
candle had been lighted at last, and that 
she, old Elizabeth Mallory, could warm 
her heart in its flame. 



ARE YOU ONE 
OF THE MANY 
VICTIMS ? 


Do you suffer from Piles? If so, you know what 
they can take out of you. They wear you down 
physically and mentally. They make you look 
drawn and haggard, no matter how you try to 
conceal the suffering. They handicap your every 
activity in life. 

But the suffering, bad as it is, is not the only 
thing about Piles. They can turn into something 
very serious. This is always a possibility because 
of the delicacy of the trouble. Many people hesi¬ 
tate to seek medical treatment for Piles, when, 
as a matter of fact, no trouble is more in need of 
attention. 

Three Effects in One 


Today, you have medication for Piles that is of 
extraordinary merit. It consists of Pazo Oint¬ 
ment. Pazo does more than merely “kid” Piles. 
It actually placates them. Pazo is unusually ef¬ 
fective because it is threefold in effect. 

First, it is soothing, which tends to relieve in¬ 
flammation, soreness and itching. Second, it is 
lubricating, which tends to soften hard parts and 
make passage easy. Third, it is astringent, which 
tends to reduce swollen parts and check bleeding. 

Pazo comes in tubes fitted with a special Pile 
Pipe which permits application high up in the 
rectum. It also now comes in suppository form. 
Those who prefer suppositories will find Pazo 
Suppositories the most satisfactory. All drug 
stores sell Pazo, but a trial tube (with Pile Pipe) 
will be sent on request. Mail coupon and enclose 
10c (coin or stamps) to help cover cost of pack¬ 
ing and postage. 


MAIL! 


GROVE LABORATORIES, INC. 

Dept. 73-WW, St. Louis, Mo. 

Gentlemen: Please send trial tube Pazo. I enclose 10c 
to help cover packing and mailing. 


Address— 


City _ 


This offer is good only in U. S. and Canada. Cana¬ 
dian residents may write H. R. Madill & Co., 6h 
Wellington Street, West , Toronto, Ont. 
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• Trj’ this famous Skin 
Softener before you buy it. 

Campana wishes you to know, 
without cost, how extremely high in quality — 
and extremely low in cost —Italian Balm really 
isl It must be especially good to be where it is 
today—the leading skin protector in all of Can¬ 
ada and in thousands of cities coast to coast, in 
the United States. But don't take Campana’s 
word for it—try a Vanity Bottle FREE. 

Qa/mjxa/naSi 

Italian Balm 


THE ORIGINAL SKIN SOFTENER 




CAMPANA SALES CO. 

2301 Lincoln Highway, Batavia, 111. 
Gentlemen: I have never tried Ital¬ 
ian Balm. Please send me Vanity bottle 
FREE and postpaid. 


Name. .. 
Address. 


City . State . 

In Canada: Campana, Ltd.. WW-2301 Caledonia Road. Toronto 



BauaA Gjuku/ 

m GRAY 


■ AND LOOK 10 
YEARS YOUNGER 

“MOW, without any risk. 

IslBpr IN you can tint those 

HHf k streaks or patches of gray 

A or faded hair to lustrous 
shades of blonde, brown or 
\ black. A small brush and 

IMil/ m, \ BROWNATONE does it. 

\ Prove it. by applying thetint 

1 t° a- lock of your own hair. 

’ Used and approved — 
^USP MM& 1 for over twenty-five years 

Iff J by thousands of women. 

BROWNATONE is safe. 
Guaranteed harmless for 
tinting gray hair. Active coloring agent is purely vege¬ 
table. Cannot affect waving of hair. Is economical and 
lasting—will not wash out. Simply retouch as the new 
gray appears. BROWNATONE imparts rich, beautiful 
color with amazing speed. Just brush or comb it In. 
Shades: “Blonde to Medium Brown” and “Dark Brown 
to Black” cover every need. __ „ . , ... . 

BROWNATONE is only 50c—at all drug and toilet 
counters—always on a money-back guarantee. 


ECZEMA 


TORMENTS 



DON'T SUFFER ANY LONGER 

Thousands testify to quick soothing 
relief from itching and burning of 
eczema, angry red blotches and itchy pimples from 
external causes. For quick, efficient help, get 
_ from your druggist 

POSLAM 


A CONCENTRATED OINTMENT 


HOLIDAY 
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And how to acquire them 
Ey ELLEN ROSE DICKEY 


R IGHT now is a good time to begin 
facial up-trends if you want your 
. face to look its holiday best for 
the Christmas festivities. Every day will 
count. You know the importance of 
properly cleansing your face and neck 
with both cream and soap and water and 
the value of plenty of cream at night— 
as much as your skin will absorb—for 
keeping your skin lubricated and soft 
and smooth. Most of you will remember 
my advice about simple local treatments 
for blackheads and enlarged pores and 
the need of astringent lotion for closing 
the pores and firming the skin, in prep¬ 
aration for your make-up. These are 
beauty routines every wise woman should 
follow regularly. Now, in addition, I sug¬ 
gest you try some special facial exercises 
which are simple to take and helpful in 
relaxing tense muscles. 

For Lips and Mouth 

If your mouth is tightly drawn or if 
your lips are thin, repeat the diatonic 
scale slowly, over and over again, several 
times a day, that is, the “Do-Re-Mi-Fa- 
Sol-La-Ti-Do” we learned in singing class 
when we were children. The facial mus¬ 
cles you use in repeating the scale, 
whether you sing or speak it or just 
silently go through the motions, will make 
your lips flexible and more normal in 
shape. If your lips are thick, practice 
drawing them out in a pointed pout and 
then bringing them way back, tightening 
them over the gums, forcing a long smile. 

How often during each day do you 
laugh heartily? Few people laugh enough 
and it’s too bad, for laughing is a great 
beautifier. If you can’t find anything to 
laugh about, get out the old family album 
or read the “funnies” to the children and 
when they laugh, you laugh, too. Don’t 
stay a sober-face if you want to look 
vivacious and youthful. Laughing means 
showing your teeth and of course they 
must be as pearly-white and clean and 
sound as your twice-daily applications 
of dentifrice and your twice-yearly visits 
to your dentist can keep them. If you’ve 
lost a back tooth or two, have them re¬ 
placed or you’ll be wondering what makes 
your cheeks look so hollow. Here’s an¬ 
other important facial exercise. Just plain, 
honest-to-goodness yawning. Most of us 
yawn in the morning when we waken 
and at night when we’re sleepy but it’s 
so easy to yawn most any time. It’s na¬ 
ture’s way of limbering up tired, tense 
muscles. Notice how you can feel a 
good big yawn way down your spine. 

Developing Facial Muscles 

Before practicing the next facial exer¬ 
cises, cleanse your face and pat in plenty 
of cream. Stand or sit erect. Throw your 
head way back and with lips tightly 
closed, slowly open and close your jaws 
half a dozen times or more. This not 
only exercises the facial muscles but tones 
up the throat and neck, increases the cir¬ 
culation and discourages the formation 
of crepey neck lines. With the head still 


held back, slowly turn it from side to 
side. This eases neck tension. Now, head 
erect, and with the palms of your hands, 
lift your face and neck up and out and 
as your fingertips reach the temples 
raise the temples at each side of your 
eyes. Massage the muscles behind your 
ears and at the back of your neck. 

If you have horizontal forehead lines, 
draw the fingers of both hands firmly 
across your forehead—with the lines—as 
if smoothing them out. If you have deep 
vertical lines between your brows, move 
the skin firmly over the underlying tis¬ 
sues with the second finger of each hand, 
working in opposite directions, the left 
finger on the forehead, the right on the 
bridge of the nose. Another very helpful 
treatment for deep wrinkles on the fore¬ 
head or for nose-to-mouth wrinkles is the 
use of gummed paper tape. Cut small 
strips and, first smoothing out the 
wrinkles, apply the gummed paper. These 
strips may be worn while you are doing 
your morning housework. They’re not at 
all uncomfortable and they do help. 

To Brighten Tired Eyes 

If you’re developing little squinty lines 
around your eyes, you probably need 
glasses or new lenses. After forty, opti¬ 
cians say, lenses should be changed every 
two years. Meanwhile, pat a little muscle 
oil around your eyes before retiring. All 
eyes should be treated at least once a day 
to a good eye lotion to keep them clear 
and comfortable and to remove dust par¬ 
ticles. Never rub your eyes. It only irri¬ 
tates them. Several times a day open 
your eyes very wide and practice rolling 
them slowly all around and from side to 
side to strengthen the muscles. 

Whenever you can steal a little time, sit 
or lie with your eyes closed for a few 
moments and relax all over. Better still, 
take a “cat nap” for five to fifteen min¬ 
utes. Lay an absorbent cotton pad, wet 
with witch hazel, over each of your closed 
eyelids. This treatment refreshes the eyes 
and makes them sparkle. Thin, hair-line 
eyebrows are no longer favored but if 
your eyebrows are heavy keep them well 
shaped and trim by removing any strag¬ 
gling hairs, especially any between your 
brows. Don’t have your lashes dyed. 
It’s dangerous. If you like, use mascara 
discreetly. A small amount of eye shadow, 
nicely blended, lends an alluring look, 
especially for festive occasions. 

Avoid Too Much Make-Up 

Brighten yourself up but don’t spoil 
the whole effect of your holiday face 
with too much make-up. Make-up is in¬ 
tended merely to enhance your own good 
looks—never to give you a painted look. 
Rouge and lipstick must either match or 
harmonize perfectly and give a natural 
bloom to your own coloring. You may 
have to experiment before you find the 
shade of face powder that is most flatter¬ 
ing to your skin hut it’s certainly worth 
the experiment. Pat powder on lightly 
and need I add—with a fresh, clean puff. 



l/l)Ci4| C&ilc 

... when you can turn the months 
of waiting into ease and comfort. 


A VOID unnecessary pain and after regrets 
by preparing your body now for that dear 
baby’s coming. A massage medium and skin 
lubricant, called Mother’s Friend, helps to re¬ 
lieve and prevent skin tightness... abdominal 
tissue breaks... dry skin... caked breasts... 
after delivery wrinkles. Mother’s Friend re¬ 
freshes and tones the skin, tissues and mus¬ 
cles. It makes them supple, pliant and elastic. 
It is scientific in composition—composed of 
especial oils and highly beneficial ingredients 
—externally applied —pure and safe. Quickly 
absorbed. Delightful to use. Highly praised by 
users, many doctors and nurses. Time-tested 
for over 60 years. Millions of bottles sold. 
Try it tonight. Just ask any druggist for 
Mother’s Friend—the skin lubricant. 


Mother's Friend 

— lessens the pain 


GREEN MOUNTAIN 

ASTHMATIC 

COMPOUND has brought 
quick relief to thousands for 
whom other remedies failed 

Asthmatic paroxysms are quickly soothed and 
relieved by the pleasant smoke vapor of 
Dr. Guild’s Green Mountain Asthmatic Com¬ 
pound. Standard remedy at all druggists. 
Powder, 25^ and $1. Cigarettes, 50tf for 24. Write 
for FREE package of cigarettes and powder. 
The J. H. Guild Co., Dept. R-15, Rupert, Vt. 

OLD FACES MADE YOUNG 

Look 10 to 15 Years Younger 

5 MINUTES a Day Keeps 
Wrinkles Away and erases age 
lines. This new sensational home 
method Sent on Trial — You Risk 
Nothing. Lifts sagging muscles, 
fills up hollows. No Cosmetics. 

Women, men, all ages, write 
today for thrilling book free and 
Facial Analysis Chart Free. 

PAULINE PALMER. 1492A Armour Blvd. ( KansasClty.Mo. 

BREED CANARIES FOR US 

WE SUPPLY BIRDS AND BUY All YOU CAN BREED 

We need thousands— paying: you highest prices! 
Breeders ship us birds from alt parts of the coun¬ 
try. Large illustrated Canary Book catalogue and 
llat of prices aent: 10c [coin] to cover cost of mailing. 
KRAFT BIRD CO., Dept. C, 24 Stone St., New York, N.Y. 


HAN D mnmCa-LOWCST PRICES Free 

r 60° 
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■ ror oporlouiiS'— uoais—uresscs 
Satisfaction or Money Refunded. 

' J.C. YARN CO. (Dept.L. 12)111 Spring St..N.Y. 


o c o 


Latest Novelty Yarns and In¬ 
structions. Lowest prices. *- n r e a m n~s 
Prompt delivery. lOOO Colors. ■ Kfcfc. A IYI r* L L S» 

WONOCO YARN CO., Dept. S, 371 Grand St., New York 


YARNS 

:free samples 



WRIST WATCH H 


GIVEN for distributing 16 boxes 
ROSEBUD Salve or Cold Relief 
THOLENE ointment at 25o ea. Order 8 
boxes of Rosebud or Tholene on trial. 

ROSEBUD PERFUME CO, By S3 Woodsboro, Maryland. 
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YARN 


Send for FREE Samples 


4-fold Worsted $2.00 lb.—Velna $4.00 lb. 
Shetland $2.24 lb.—Saxony $3.00 lb. 
Pompadour, Tweed, Boucle $2.75 lb. 

CIRCLE YARN CO., (56B) NORTH 11th ST., PHILA., PA. 





_ Velcrepe * 3.251b. 

Tweeds 6. Sports $2.50 
Fold & Shetland $ 1.95 

I.B.YARNS CORP.. Dept. 2P, 767 Sixth Ave.,N.Y. (Est. £7 Yean) 

Mail 10 cents for generous 
samples of QUILT PIECES. 

__ _ _____ Also illustrated circular and 

_lor samples of ready-cut-to-size-patches in Rainbow Col¬ 
ors of LONE STAR Patchwork Quilt FREE. Robert Frank 
Needlework Supply Co., Dept. 9A, Kalamazoo, Mich. 


QUILT PIECES 

color samples of ready-cut-to-s 


MAKE you* own BEAUTY AIDS 

SAVE 
$ $ $ 


Easy! Fascinating! Simple! 

New practical book. Tells how to make your 
own cosmetics at home for a few pennies. 126 
tested formulas (recipes) for creams, packs, masks, lotions, 
tonics, etc. Tremendous savingsl Pays for itself! Give yourself 
correct professional care of scalp, hair, skin and hands. All 
beauty problems analyzed. Educational. Fully illustrated. Re¬ 
ducing diets, menus, exercised. Send name and address for full 
description of this inexpensive money-saving book, “Beautiful 
Lady.’’ Examine it without risking a penny. Address: 
BEAUTIFUL LADY INC., Dept. A, Grand Rapids, Mich. 
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$ 5 , 725.00 

IN PRIZES 


Some One Gets 

$ 3 ) 000.00 

—it may be YOU! 


Would “You” like to gret $3,000.00 
Cash — to make your dreams come 
true . . . own your own home ... a 
college education for your children . . . 
a leisurely vacation ... a nice fat 
bank account big enough to pay all 
your bills and still have plenty for 
that “rainy day?” 

Surely you’ve many, many ways YOU 
could use $3,000.00. There’s a large 
reliable firm in Indianapolis that will 
pay $300.00 in CASH for the best 
answer to this easy question: “How 
would YOU use $3,000.00 if you win 
it?” Just answer in 20 words or less — 
in plain everyday language. Nothing 
to buy . . . not even a box or label is 
necessary to win this $300.00 Prize. 
Answering this announcement also 
qualifies you for the opportunity to 
win $3,000.00 First Prize, or any part 
of $5,725.00 in additional Cash, and 
hundreds of other Prizes in this Com¬ 
pany’s final Prize plan which your 
answer will bring. 

SEND NO MONEY with your answer 
— just use a lc post card. No answer 
accepted after February 27, 1937. Some¬ 
body is bound to get the $3,000.00 
Prize Money ... it may as well be 
YOU. It’s YOUR chance of a life time. 
So Hurry! Write your answer today — 
address it to Joe Kemper, Golden Seal 
Products, Inc., Dept. N-17, , Indian¬ 

apolis, Ind. Don’t delay — send your 
answer now — TODAY! 




Learn Profitable Profession 
In QO days at Home 


Salaries of Men and Women In the fascinating pro¬ 
fession of Swedish Massage run as high as $40 to 
$70 per week but many prefer to open their own of¬ 
fices. Large ineomes from Doctors, hospitals, sani¬ 
tariums, clubs and private patients come to those 
who qualify through our training. Reduc¬ 
ing alone offers rich rewards for special¬ 
ists. Anatomy charts and supplies are 
given with our course. Writefor details 
National College of Massage & 
Physio - Therapy, 20 N. Ashland 
Avenue, Dept. 968, Chicago, III. 




DON’T SUFFER 

1 Needlessly, Try This 
Treatment FREE 

No matter what your age or occupa¬ 
tion, if you have piles in any form 
■write for a FREE sample of Page’s 
Pile Tablets and you will bless the day you 
read this. Write today. E. R. Page Co., 
427-B5 P age Bldg., Marshal!, Mich. 

~WANTA GOV’T JOB? 

Start $1260 to $2100 year 

MEN—WOMEN. Common education usually 
sufficient. Write immediately for free 32-page 
book, with list of positions obtainable and full 
particulars telling how to get them. RUSH. 

FRANKLIN INSTITUTE 

_ Dept. S228 _ Rochester, N. Y. 

STOP Your Rupture 

Why suffer with that rupture? Learn 
about my Appliance for reducible rup¬ 
ture. Automatic air cushion assists Na¬ 
ture to close the opening—has relieved 
thousands of men, women and children. No obnoxious springs 
or hard pads. No salves or plasters. Sent on trial to prove 
it. Beware of imitations. Never sold in stores. Write today 
lor confidential information sent free in plain envelope. 
Brooks Company, 113-B State Street, Marshall, Michigan 

pihiilillilJJIlM.g 

This year order chicks HATCHED AND SOLD THE 

GOLDEN RULE. Reasonable prices. 18 favorite varieties *« 
bred for large choice eggs. BLOODTESTED for _B. W. D. by antigen 
method. Chick losses first 14 days replaced at H price. 100% live arrival 
guaranteed. BEAUTIFUL 32 PAGE CATALOG FREE. Send post card. 

GOLDEN RULE HATCHERY, BOX 20, BUCYRUS, OHIO 


Worries! 


WOOD FIBRE FLOWERS 

They look and feel natural. Easy to make and sell—simple pictured di¬ 
rections show you how. This new red hot sens ition pays big profits. 

W rite FLOWERGEMS, LR-7351 COTTAGE GROVE, CHICAGO. 


e Big Profits in Candy Making 

m 


$200 First 3 Months, reports Miss Whitehead; Mrs. 
Philley made $8 in 3 days! Learn at home of famous 
teacher. Making and sales equipment furnished. Write 
for names of 500 successful pupils, descriptive booklet 
' i" and "Work Sheet" lesson on FUDGE—it's free. 

American School of Home Economics, 854 E. 58th St. Chicago 


Men 


“Personal Needs” 


Women 


Valuable catalog Fit EE. 100 modern items. 

VITAL PRODUCTS—D. HoboKen. N.l. 





r Invention Ends 
Bathroom Odors 


AGENTS MAKE UP TO $8 DAILY 

Puro BOWL-ITIZERovercomesodorsand 
replaces them with flower-like fragrance. 
Hangs out of sight inside toilet. Inexpen- 
sive. Guaranteed as advertised in Good 
Housekeeping Magazine. Eveiv home needs 
Bowl-Itizer. One of 12 fast-selling home ne¬ 
cessities. Write for details and Full-Size_Free Sarapje. 
" “ "1-27 


PURO CO.,3107 Pine St. Dep. W-2206, St.Louis, 


naple. 

.MO. 


The New Dress 

(Continued from page 17) 


all day . . . and if you told them they 
grew restive or bored . . . She protracted 
the talk with the milkman, she saw so 
few people to whom she could talk . . . 
He didn’t think it was going to rain and 
that made her feel better for she had to 
get to the store. 

Now baths and feeding for the baby and 
naps. “If they sleep quickly I can sit 
down a few minutes,” she thought, eyes 
on a clock face. “No, custards.” She had 
to make custards. Dinner, she hadn’t giv¬ 
en one thought to dinner. A stew meant 
a cheap cut and saving. But that wouldn’t 
do. She’d had a stew two nights before 
and Jim had said, wearily, “Seems to me 
we’re always having some kind of stew.” 

And that had made yet another quar¬ 
rel. She had said, stung, that it wasn’t 
easy to make what he gave her, reach. 
“You knew what I had when you married 
me,” he said, losing color and appetite. 
They had studied each other with actual 
hate in young eyes. Hard and unrelent¬ 
ing and hurt and—caught! 

“We quarrel so much!” she thought, 
putting on her rubber apron. She filled 
a tub; tested the water temperature with 
a bared elbow . . .“In you go!” she said 
to Junior . . . Heavens, he was heavy! 

. . . She and Jim hadn’t been out for an 
evening together for more than two years 
and that wasn’t right. No wonder—the 
moonlight was gone. She was only—a 
hack. “We ought to do it, somehow, it 
might make a difference,” she murmured, 
swabbing her son . . . The loveliness of 
his small body suddenly made love an 
ache in her . . . She rubbed soap on his 
downy yellow hair and made a little 
point of it and he looked so much like 
a Kewpie that she laughed and for a 
little moment felt young and gay . . . 
The baby next . . . Her love for them 
could make her fierce if she thought Jim 
was a little hard on them and he was 
hard, she reflected; her face growing 
strained and set ... You never knew a 
man until you had at least two of his 
children in your arms, when he would 
fling out, “Can’t you keep them quiet! 
I’ve got to get some rest!” 

As if you didn't try! 

“Upsey daisy, there we are!” she said. 

Now the baby was on her knees and 
Junior was crawling toward the diaper 
pail. He’d tipped it over the week before 
. . . she shrieked at him and he halted 
and wept, feeling the injustice of her 
rage. 

And his woe made the baby cry. Bed¬ 
lam. She hurried this way. that. And 
heard pounding on the ceiling below her 
that said, “Mr. Williams has to have his 
sleep!” 

“Oh, shut up, will you?” she appealed 
tragically. 

She’d fed the baby and they both went 
to sleep; she dropped for a little minute 
to the big chair in which she’d sat with 
Jim when they were “young” and still 
in love. Shoulder of ham; that’s what 
she’d have for dinner. Jim liked that 
with candied sweet potatoes. 

S OME one tapped on the door, she 
rose, opened it and whispered, “Oh 
thank you!” . . . Mrs. Hill of the flat 
above was so nice; so understanding. 
She stopped every morning, with their 
mail, if there was any. 

“Have to go down for my own. anyway, 
Dearie,” she said expansively. She puffed 
a little from climbing stairs, but she 
beamed. “Things all right?” 

“They’re asleep, thank goodness!” 
“Don’t I remember? Four of my own 
. . . close together, like yours, but it’s 
nicer that way . . . makes a lovely fam¬ 
ily .. . but it keeps you stepping at 
first. Her teeth showing yet?” 

“No, hut you can feel them.” 

“Then any day, you’ll see one of ’em, 
and she’ll be less restless.” 

“Yes, I know.” 

“Giving her something hard to bite on?” 
“Oh, yes! You see, with Junior, I 
learned that.” 

“That’s nice. Well, I’ll be getting on, 
but dearie, last night I was thinking that 
I’ll come down here some night, any night 
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you say, to stay with the babies and then 
you and your husband, you can step out!” 

“Oh, Mrs. Hill!” said Celle ecstatically. 

“Maybe you could go to a picture show 
and have a little bite somewhere and 
a dance or two!” 

Celie sagged against the door jamb. “Oh 
—I’d love it!” she said. 

“Well, we’ll just do that!” said Mrs. 
Hill comfortably. 

She’d read her mother’s letter before 
she made custards and trust to luck that 
she’d get through before they woke. If 
she could get a new dress for that night 
when they went out and make Jim say 
again, “Celie, you’re— so beautiful!” 
Everything would be so different if he’d 
say something like that... She drew from 
the envelope her mother’s letter to see 
a check folded in it . . . She looked at it 
with narrowed, unbelieving eyes . . . 
Fifty—dollars? But it was—a check for 
—fifty dollars. Why—you could do al¬ 
most anything with—fifty dollars! 

She saw herself in a new dress . . . 
Jim looking at her as he had, when in 
love with her . . . Her mother’s letter 
shook with the trembling of her work- 
scarred hands . . . Suddenly she ceased 
reading and she frowned, the letter slack 
in lax hands. Her twenty-third birthday 
and Jim hadn’t remembered! But then— 
she hadn’t either and yet it hurt. 

S H E was sober as she put the check in 
the desk drawer where she kept the 
money. Well, perhaps he’d know how old 
she was, and that she was still—a little 
attractive when she had a new dress, hat. 
coat, she reflected bitterl”. She could 
manage that on fifty dollars now. for 
she’d learned to manage! Acid filled her. 

Making custards, she considered the 
dress to grow happier; “Black because 
that goes at any hour, and I can wear 
black! A little black hat and a black 
coat, and my black bag.” 

She hummed softly. He would lean 
across the table to say, “Celie!” And 
she would be a little careless and casual 
. . . But could she be anymore? Loving 
stripped away defences, and he knew 
she cared; he was certain of her. She 
thought. “That was a mistake; I never 
should have let him feel so!” Her mind 
wove a mixed pattern . . . She would not 
tell Jim about the check; she would 
simply appear, lovely as she had once 
been. She saw the dress. Not a rag—for 
once! He would call “Ready?” after that 
glance at his watch; she would float in 
to their living room; he would stand 
blinking at her, thinking of that girl with 
the pretty hair in the office, knowing she 
wasn’t worth a look. Now poison filled 
her again. “Why do I think of her!” 

She’d he a little up-stage; all evening 
he’d keep looking at her. And they’d go 
somewhere for something to eat after the 
picture show. Lights and music and 
youth—again! And he’d lean across the 
table and she’d look elsewhere and— 
Cries from the nursery; the babies were 
awake. Celie second’s piping wail started 
Junior's more faithful one. She had a 
terrible time and right in the middle of 
the worst of it, Mrs. Williams, childless, 
climbed the stairs to protest in the falsely 
pleasant way that is harder to bear than 
any amount of frank ill humor. 

“You see,” a far too patient voice, “as 
I’ve explained, Mrs. Neal, Mr. Williams 
must have his rest in the daytime, and 
when there’s so much noise up here, it is 
very difficult for us. 

“I do try so hard, Mrs. Williams, to 
keep them quiet. My baby’s—teething.” 

“Well, I thought if you’d get some books 
about child training, it might help us all.” 

Very sweetly voiced; and a cold smile, 
a harsh sharp nod, and she was gone. 

• It was difficult to rig her pair for the 
street and she had to do her shopping. 
Knitted things and waving arms and legs 
and so hard to get these into the right 
woolen gaps . . . But to-day she was 
helped and strengthened by thought of 
the new clothes . . . and appearing in 
them before Jim, without one prefacing 
hint! 

(Continued on page 21) 


Another 
Dizzy Spell! 



• I felt sick all over — bilious, nervous. 
My complexion was a sight. The trouble? 
Constipation! Then I remembered FEEN- 
A-MINT. I didn’t think it could be as good 
as my friends all said it was, but I decided 
to try it. I chewed one tablet. Now I 
wouldn’t think of using any other laxative. 



• Next day—happy, radiant, full of 
vim! For FEEN-A-MINT brings such 
blessed relief. It’s so gentle! No griping, 
nausea, nor disturbance of sleep. Non¬ 
habit-forming. Don’t be constipated. Use 
FEEN-A-MINT—the chewing gum laxa¬ 
tive. More than 16 million people do. 


FEEN-A-MINT 

THE CHEWING-GUM LAXATIVE 

THE 3 MINUTES OF CHEWING MAKE THE DIFFERENCE 



[WANTED MEN 

OPERATE POTATO 
CHIP STORE . . . 

We furnish everything—help finance and 
locate you. No experience needed. Tre¬ 
mendous profits. Sensational introduc¬ 
tory starting plan. No house-to-house 
canvassing. Wonderful opportunity. Rush 
name for free book of Profit Facts—today! 

LONG-EAKINS COMPANY 
1233-S High Street Springfield, Ohio 


MOIST-THROAT 


METHOD relieved 



in 1 DAY 


Your throat 
and your 
bronchial 
tubes are 
lined with 
tiny moisture 
glands. When 
you catch cold, these glands clog—their 
secretion dries. Sticky mucus collects. You 
feel a tickling... you cough! 


GLANDS HERE CLOG- 


THROAT DRIES—/''' 


WHEN YOU CATCH C01DX 


THENCOU6HIR6-STARTS! | , 



To stimulate those glands to pour out 
their natural moisture, use PERTUSSIN. 
A spoonful or two increases the flow of your 
throat’s moisture. Germ-laden phlegm 
loosens, is easily expelled. Soon—relief! 
Safe even for babies. Tastes good. Get a 
bottle now! 

30 ? PERTUSSIN 

; Prescription Seeck & Kade, Inc., Dept. K-2 
pniyiE' 440 Washington Street, N. Y. C. 
v please send—at once—generous 

trial bottle of Pertussin—free / 

Name_ 

Add ress_ 


DECEMBER, 1936 
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ASK ANY 
YEAR-OLD BABY! 


I F you want baby’s candid opinion on Heinz 
Strained Foods, just include them in his 
diet today. Watch him register approval! 
Most infants seem to prefer the fresh “garden” 
flavor and wholesome goodness Heinz cooks 
in —never cooks out! 


Heinz uses only the finest fruits and vege¬ 
tables. Strains them to smooth consistency. 
Seals them under vacuum in enamel-lined tins 
with a minimum exposure to air. Valuable 
vitamins and minerals are preserved to a high 
degree. Heinz Strained Foods are priced with 
ordinary brands. All varieties bear the Seal of 
Acceptance of the American Medical Associa¬ 
tion’s Council on Foods. Ask your dealer for 
a full assortment. 



11 KINDS — 1. Strained Vegetable Soup. 2. Peas. 
3. Green Beans. 4. Spinach. 5. Carrots. 6. Beets. 
7. Prunes. 8. Cereal. 9. Tomatoes. 10. Mixed Greens. 

11. Apricots and Apple Sauce. 

Child problems, homemaking, music 
and drama are features of Heinz Maga¬ 
zine of the Air, new half-hour radio 
program broadcast Mondays, Wednes- 


Your Kodak Picture 
ENLARGED 

FREE 


8x10 Inch 
ENLARGEMENT 
of any SNAPSHOT 



Your favorite snapshots of 
children, parents and loved 
ones are more enjoyable 
when enlarged to 8x10 inch 
size—suitable for framing. 

These beautiful, permanent enlarge¬ 
ments bring out the details and fea¬ 
tures you love just as you remember 
them when the snapshots were taken. 

Just to get acquainted, we will enlarge any 
kodak picture, print or negative to 8xl<) 
inches—FREE!—if you enclose 25c to help 
cover our cost of packing, postage and cler¬ 
ical work. The enlargement itself is free. 
It will also be beautifully hand tinted in 
natural colors if you want it. We will 
acknowledge receiving your snapshot im¬ 
mediately. Your original will be returned 
with your free enlargement. Pick out your 
snapshot and send it today. 

Dept. 263 
Des Moines, Iowa 


GEPPERT STUDIOS 



FREE i / 2 CARAT 
FACSIMILE 
DIAMOND 

T O inlrofluce our ladies' 
and gentlemen’s solid- 
gold effect, richly designed 
rings set with brilliant blue- 
white facsimile diamonds, 
we will send you absolutely 
FREE a l'a carat Facsimile 
Diamond. Simply send 3c 
stamp to cover cost of post¬ 
age, etc. Only one to a cus¬ 
tomer. MAIL TODAY. 
BRADLEY. Bldg. 7712, NEWTON, MASS. 

Here's my 3c stamp. Rush my i -j carat Facsimile Diamond 

NAME . 

ADDRESS e. 



Write today for the Chicago Mail Order Co.’s Big Sale 
Book of Now Low Prices on Women’s “Style Queen” Hats. 
<-oats. Suits and Dresses. Also Everything to Wear for All 
the Family. No matter where you live we can save you 
money. Send for FREE Sale Book. World’s Best Styles 
at the World’s Lowest Sale Prices. Address Dept. 270 


CHICAGO MAILORDER CO...CHICAGO 



AS S U M I N G that the celebration 
of Christmas will actually begin on 
A- L the eve of the great day itself, let 
a Christmas Eve Supper inaugurate the 
ceremony of tree-trimming. This should 
be a simple meal, not demanding too 
much either in the way of service or sub¬ 
sequent dishwashing for no one wants to 
spend his or her Christmas Eve at the 
kitchen range and sink. 

Cream of Mushroom Soup (Canned) 
Salted Crackers 
Platter of Assorted Cold Cuts 
Pickles and Olives 
Mixed Vegetable Salad 
Hot Rolls Butter 

Fruit Betty, Hard Sauce 
Hot Coffee 

Hardly anything needed here in the 
way of recipes—just turn the soup out of 
its can, heat either as it is or extend 
according to the brand used. The main 
dish may be one meat or a variety. If 
you are a town woman you may like 
to ease things up for yourself by buy¬ 
ing from the delicatessen an assortment 
of sausages and other prepared meats. 
If you do your own cooking it probably 
will be chicken, cold roast beef or ham. 
but in any case it will be cooked early 
in the morning or even the day before. 
You have a wide choice of fruits for 
your betty—apples, prunes, canned 
peaches or pineapple, and you may make 
the crumbs from bread or stale cake, 
the latter obviously being richer. Your 
hard sauce too will be made up ahead 
and we suggest that you spread yourself 
a little and serve a Cardinal Hard Sauce 
—cardinal, that is, as far as color is con¬ 
cerned. beating either cranberry or cur¬ 
rant jelly into your regulation sauce. 

Fora Two-Meal Day 


Fruit Cup or Halved Grapefruit 
Clear Consomme Croutons (Optional) 
Roast Stuffed Turkey 
Cranberry Jelly 

Glace Sweet Potatoes Mashed Turnips 
Buttered Onions 
Celery Ripe Olives 

Endive or Lettuce Salad 
French Dressing (Optional) 
Individual Mince Pies 
Coffee 

Salted Nuts Mints 

Or, here is a menu without turkey: 
Chilled Tomato Juice Crackers 

Roast Stuffed Fresh Ham 
Apple or Cranberry Sauce Gravy 

Browned Potatoes Harvard Beets 
Spinach with Egg Garnish 
Jellied Plum Pudding 
With Whipped Cream or Boiled Custard 
Coffee Mints 


Quick Coffee Cake 


2 cups sifted cake 
flour 

2 tea-spoons baking 
powder 

", teaspoon salt 
hi cup sugar 
1 :i cup shortening 
1 egg, well beaten 


1 : cup milk 
For the Topping: 

2 tablespoons 
melted butter 
4 tablespoons sugar 
1 tablespoon flour 
M: teaspoon ground 
cinnamon 


Sift together twice the flour, baking 
powder and salt, add sugar, work in 
shortening. Combine egg and milk and 
use to moisten dry ingredients. When 
thoroughly blended spread evenly in 
shallow greased baking pan. Brush top 
with melted butter and sprinkle with 
sugar, flour and cinnamon stirred togeth¬ 
er. Bake in hot oven—400 degrees F.— 
25 to 30 minutes. Cut into squares and 
serve hot. 

Harvard Beets 


Christmas Day itself is likely to be a 
two-meal one with possible in-between 
snacks for those who want them. Late 
breakfast following stocking explorations 
might well consist of 

Chilled Orange or Pineapple Juice 
Broiled Ham or Little Sausages with 
Fried Apple Rings 
Toast 

Quick Coffee Cake 
Home-made Preserves 
Coffee 

For the main meal of the day, Christ¬ 
mas Dinner, it is wise to stick to old 
favorites with one or two innovations— 


12 small beets, 
conked or canned 
1 4 cup sugar 
1 ii tablespoon corn¬ 
starch 


Vi cup water 
Vi cup vinegar 
2 tablespoons salad 
oil 

Vs teaspoon salt 
Va teaspoon pepper 


Combine sugar and .corn-starch, add 
water and mix smoothly. Now add vine¬ 
gar and oil and boil five minutes, stirring 
constantly. Add diced beets and season¬ 
ings and let all stand together over gen¬ 
tle heat for half an hour. 

In planning these menus we have been 
actuated by one thought above all oth¬ 
ers—that of ease for the cook who is 
quite apt to be Mother. 


<By LILY HAXWORTH WALLACE 


“Man Can Now Talk With God’’ 


Teaches New American Religion 


Health Restored—Earnings In¬ 
creased — Contentment Found. 
Dynamic Power Astounds 
“Psychiana” Followers. “In 
These Strenuous Times I Know 
of Nothing That Will Give a 
Person More Hope than ‘Psy¬ 
chiana’,” Writes California 
Student. 


“For 2,000 years,” 
declares Dr, Frank 
Robinson, founder of 
“Psychiana,” the new 
psychological religion, 

"people have missed 
something in life and 
have sought it in 
many ways. Like 
many other great dis¬ 
coveries, my o w n 
grasp of this dynamic, 
universal Power came 
after many years of 
intense search. When 
the Truth broke upon 
me, I was staggered 
by its immensity. Yet 
it is so simple and 
clear that it can he 
easily understood and 
applied by any normal 
person.” 

Here is an absolutely new understand¬ 
ing of life and God—as modern in its 
application as radio or air travel. 

Read what some of the students 
of “Psychiana” have written— 

“I cannot thank you too much for the 
Joy that this teaching brings to us. Our 
life has been completely changed in every 
way.” , . 

“I do not know how I could have existed 
the past year without ‘Psychiana’. It is 
solving one of the hardest problems of 
life for me and in a manner I couldn’t have 
dreamed of two years ago.” 

"I wonder what would this world he 
like if the Truth as it is revealed in ‘Psy¬ 
chiana’ could be in every home. 

• • • 

"Psychiana” is anxious that every Amer¬ 
ican family know what this new religion 
is accomplishing in the lives of thousands. 
You may think you are not interested in 
religion—you may have tried them all and 
still he unsatisfied—hut wouldn’t you like 
to know just what this great new Teach¬ 
ing actually does? 

AVe will he glad to send you Dr. Robin¬ 
son's booklet in which he tells of liis long 
search for the Truth and how he learned 
to commune directly with the Living God 
and to use this mighty, never-failing pow¬ 
er to demonstrate health, happiness and 
financial success. There will be no obliga¬ 
tion. Send your name and address to The 
Church of “Psychiana,” 108-12th Street, 
Moscow, Idaho. AVrite for it today. Copy¬ 
right, 1036, “Psychiana,” Inc., a religious 
institution chartered by the State of 
Idaho.—Advertisement. 



Underwooil & Underwood 

Dr. Frank B. Robinson 

Founder of "Psychionn” 



If you live in constant dread of asthmatic paroxysms 
don't despair, no matter how many remedies you 
have tried. Schiffmann's ASTHMADOR is the treat¬ 
ment hundreds of thousands of sufferers have found 
to be the one safe, sure way to QUICK RELIEF. Origi¬ 
nally a doctor's prescription, ASTHMADOR is known 
to asthmatics all oyer the civilized world. It has been 
proved and perfected through 68 years of use. You’ll 
find ASTHMADOR (powder, cigarettes or smoking 
mixture) at all druggists. Or send for a free trial sup¬ 
ply of all three. R. SCHIFFMANN CO.. Los Angeles, 
California. Dept. D. 



I BUY PI RECTI! 1 XMAS SPECIAL 


YARN) 


1 SAVE MONEY!! I 10 ASSORTED SKEINS 


OMBRE AFGHANS1 

in AcennTPn * 


Pre¬ 

paid 


ARTCRAFT YARNS S!w E ’Yo?K S, ci.?. ep N?'V. 





\1 New style Watch or Alarm 
Clock for distributing 8 
boxes ROSEBUD Salve or8 
boxes Cold Relief THO- ' 

LENE Ointment at 2i>o ea. 

Order the 8 you prefer. 

ROSEBUD PERFUME CO. f Bx. 116, Woodsboro, Maryland 



ECZEMA 

Also called Tetter, Salt Rheum, Pruritus, Milk 
Crust, Water Poison, Weeping Skin, etc. 

POPP TDIAI Don't neglect it! Don't give 
rncc I nlAL up—Try a clean mi.ld, sooth¬ 
ing test treatment, which for over 30 years has given 
many eczema sufferers their “FIRST REAL NIGHT’S 
REST.” Satisfaction guaranteed. Write today—a 
postal will do. 

DR. J. E. CANNADAY CO.—Eczema Only 
115 Park Square SEDALIA, MO. 
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Introduce yourself by mentioning Woman's World when writing advertisers 













































Kidneys Must 
Clean Out Acids 


Your body cleans out Adds and poisonous 
wastes in your blood thru 9 million tiny, delicate 
Kidney tubes or filters, but beware of cheap, ! 
drastic, irritating drugs. If functional Kidney or 
Bladder disorders make you suffer from Getting i 
I'p Nights, Nervousness, Leg Pains, Backache, 
Circles Under Eyes, Dizziness, Rheumatic Pains, 
Acidity, Burning, Smarting or Itching, don’t take 
chances. Get the Doctor’s guarantied prescription 
called Cystex. $10,000.00 deposited with Bank 
of America, Los Angeles, Calif, guarantees Cystex 
must bring new vitality in 4^ hours and make 
you feel years younger in one week or money back 
on return of empty package. Telephone your drug¬ 
gist for guaranteed Cystex (Siss-tex) today. 



I have been making 
J dental plates by mail 
Tformanyyears.Ihave thousands of satls- 
7fled customers. My methods insure satis¬ 
faction. and save you many dollars. Guar- 
“ iff Ma Mnnou anteod unbreakable, 

IQ NO money good looking, dura- 

[ ble and they fit well. Free impression materi- 
_ p al and directions. Don’t delay .Write today. 

DR. HEININGER, 440 W. Huron. Dept. 1223, Chicago 


m 


E S RELIEF 

'^Sore,Irritated Skin 

Wherever it is—however broken the 
<M^surface-freely apply soothing^ 

Resinol 


Sample free. Resinol, Dept.2-Z, Balto. Md. 



FREE BOOK utisimfs 

AND GALL BLADDER IRRITATIONS 

Explains low-cost, easy-to-take, palliative 
home treatment. Used over 30 years in more 
than 25,000 cases. Write today for free booklet. 

Dr. Paddock, Box 5805, Desk K, KansisCity.Mo. 



RAISE GIANT FROGS 

Start Backyard ! We Buy ! Breeder lays 10.000 
eggs yearly. Frogs sell up to $5 dozen. Men and 
Women! See what others are doing. Send for FREE 
FROG BOOK! American Frog Canning Co. 
(Dept. 400-X) New Orleans, Louisiana 


CHRISTMAS OXALIS (Shamrock) 


LUCKY Plant of the World. Send 
NOW. Will bloom by CHRISTMAS. 
Comes in POT. This Gorgeous plant 
will grow bushy clusters of SHAM¬ 
ROCK like foliage with dainty pink 
Flowers. Keep Fibre in Pot DAMP 
and will bloom in a FEW WEEKS 
and continue all winter. For Window 
Pots or Hanging Baskets. Get one 
for each window. BULB in POT with 
fibre for 15c. 2 for 25c. 5 for 50c 
Postpaid. 

ARCADIA LODGE 
36 State St., Westport, Conn. 




Maule’s Seed Book FREE 


Tested, guaranteed seeds for giant, 
luscious vegetables, also finest 
flowers. Low prices—Book free. Write 
today: WM. HENRY MAULE, 
106Maule Bldg., Philadelphia,Pa. 



The New Dress 

(Continued from page 19) 


“Why, Celie, you're lovely!” 

And he’d be proud to be with her. 
And then he’d say— 

“Hold still, Junior! There we are!” 

Downstairs with one baby, and back for 
another . . . and wheeling the heavy cart 
to the step and waiting for some one who 
looked kind, to pass, and to help her 
down, and off to the store and watch¬ 
ing the cart through window as she 
weighed lettuce by jiggling it in a palm 
. . . The weight tells, not the look. 

“And a pound of sweet potatoes, please.” 

A sleek, expensive single-woman look¬ 
ing dress . . . and she’d wash her hair. 

She thought, thought of the new clothes 
as she pushed the perambulator. And 
she knew, thinking of other, fresh wear, 
the long mileage of her worn trousseau 
. . . She felt so much better; the new 
wear would bring Jim back to her and 
—it would all be so different! 

The cart made her back ache worse. 
And she was growing sleepy. Sleep was 
all she seemed to think of ... Yet, see¬ 
ing a picture, dancing again, going out, 
that would be heaven! ... It would bring 
back—all they’d lost. The air was grow¬ 
ing cold. She tucked the carriage robe 
closer. 

A F TER she got in her nerves were 
j[~\_ turned raw by hurry and irritation. 
She was late starting dinner; the baby 
cried . . . and although Mr. Williams was 
awake and up and ready to start for 
work he or Mrs. Williams pounded on 
the ceiling with an umbrella handle . . . 
And she was doing her best! To get a 
little house and be alone . . . But talking 
of that made Jim short and sharp. In her 
hurry she gripped a pan-handle that had 
been over an open burner and her eyes 
stung; small hurts are spread and deep¬ 
ened by weariness and inflamed nerves. 

An old friend called her by the tele¬ 
phone and she was talking as Jim came 
in; dreadfully tired-looking even to her 
dull, exhausted eyes. He said in under¬ 
tone, “You’d better cut that short; some¬ 
thing's burning out there!” 

She hastened her goodbye as her chin 
went up. As if she did nothing but gabble 
at the telephone all day! She sputtered 
a trail of sharply detonated explanations 
as she hurried to the kitchen. “If you 
think I—” and on. 

He was quiet at dinner; something was 
wrong she knew, and he was miles away 
and she wanted so to reach him! Trying 
to, she showed him the glazed welt on 
the inside of the fingers where skin does 
not blister. He shrank, feeling he could 
not bear another hurt; he said, using 
rough and grudging voice as a protective 
armor, “It. seems to me you burn your¬ 
self every fifteen minutes!” 

Then he was sorry, but he couldn’t say 
so. The emotion that made his sharpness 
was too delicate for him to explain and 
words . . . words, when you’re tired . . . 
You can’t—just can’t—get ’em out! 

“You’re very sympathetic, I must say, 
Jim!” 

“Well, don’t you?” 

“Perhaps I do . . . But if you ever tried 
to do what I do all the time, trying to do 
fifty things at once, and trying to keep 
the babies quiet because of those Wil¬ 
liams! Mrs. Williams came up—” 

He thought, “Oh. don't tell me about 
that!” Sick from weariness. Pep talks that 
day; “Up on your toes, boys!” and every¬ 
thing so uncertain! 

Silence; something was the matter with 
her, he saw leadenly. She said across 
miles, “It was my birthday today.” 

He said, “Hell, Celie! I forgot! I’m 
awfully sorry.” and he wanted to cry. 
“Not,” he added consciously, “that I 
could have—given you much of anything.” 

He was raw, always, from the inflam¬ 
mation of not being able to do more for 
her. 

After she did the dishes she went to 
the living room to find him staring at the 
davenport that was marked by Junior’s 
often sticky clutches. He looked at her 
with the slowly absorbing, seemingly stu¬ 
pid gaze of one who has been long sick. 

“Get the dishes done?” 

“Yes.” 


She settled with her mending; his socks 
were all getting old and it made a lot of 
darning. 

“What happened at the office today, 
Jim?” (That girl; would he mention her?) 

He answered wearily and after some 
long stretching seconds in which suspi¬ 
cion rose and burned in her. They were 
going off for—another drive. 

Queer feeling then for her ... He was 
going away from her. 

“When do you start, Jim?” coldly. 

“Monday . . . They’re going to try to 
make—a record on sales.” 

“Oh. Will that be interesting?” 

“It’ll be hell,” he stated flatly. “We’ll 
work day and night, be prodded and 
harangued. Tillman’ll shake his fist at 
us, bang tables, yell, ‘Boys, it’s—up—to 
—you!’ By the end of the week not one 
of the F lying Squadron wouldn’t like to 
land in the middle of the ocean and— 
sink . . . You get—so sick of the whip. 
Hearing it crack.” 

She studied him and she saw him; 
sick from weariness, the unending strug¬ 
gle and worry; suddenly she felt rising 
within her, that emotion that usually 
came when her babies were in her arms. 

“I—I don’t mean to bother you!” he 
whispered. “I—try not to.” 

“You ought to tell me more; it’ll help 
you,” she said. 

“Well, it does,” he admitted slowly . . . 
his voice sounded better, “and there was 
another thing.” 

“What was that?” 

“Well, Saylor pitched into me about 
clothes. He said I’d have to have a new 
suit; I said I’d get one when I got back. 
I thought maybe I could stall him along, 
because I don’t know how I can manage 
—right now. It made me sick all day, 
because I didn’t see how I could manage 
it—now.” 

That fifty; she swallowed hard, but she 
couldn't give up the new clothes! The 
evening out! That one small fling! Why, 
almost every second all that day she’d 
thought of the dress, especially . . . Why, 
she could see it. And how she’d look in 
it and how he’d look at her when she 
had it on . . . “I can’t! I can’t!” 

He slept, that night, quickly and sod- 
denly. She couldn’t sleep; she lay wake¬ 
ful. thinking, “I haven’t had a thing for 
years . . . and Mother sent it to me. He 
wouldn’t take it—anyway.” 

Of course it was easier when he was 
away for she could, and did, eat any¬ 
thing from the corner of the kitchen 
table and there was no real cooking and 
there were hardly any dishes. But it was 
queer and quiet and—lonely . . . And 
each night habit made her listen for the 
opening of the street door and his feet 
on the stairs. 

O N T H E afternoon of her second day 
alone she wheeled the perambulator 
to the outskirts of the business section 
and before shops that sold women’s wear 
she shoved the carriage to and fro as she 
stood staring into windows. There was 
a dress in one window that was just ex¬ 
actly like the one of which she’d been 
dreaming; smart, expensive looking, sin¬ 
gle looking. Her eyes were big with wist¬ 
fulness. 

She couldn’t eat much that night. 

In the morning, with the babies settled 
to their naps, she cried a little and then 
she sat down to write to Jim and she en¬ 
dorsed a check to him. She wrote, “You 
see, dear, I don’t need it and I hope it 
will make things easier for you,” and for 
the first time, in writing him, she signed 
her letter with, “Your wife, Celie.” 

Then she cried quite hard . . . and be¬ 
cause—she was so happy ... It was queer 
to be so happy while she still saw the 
dress as she did, almost all the time. “It 
was pretty,” she thought. 

She heard her mother telling her father 
that he must have a new overcoat; she 
didn’t know why. But she did know she 
had to make the expense of calling her 
mother by telephone although she’d writ¬ 
ten her a ream of excitedly bubbling grat¬ 
itude for that wonderful check. 

“Mother—!” she said thickly. 
(Continued on page 22) 



Most people would rarely have to re¬ 
sort to harsh purges if they kept tabs 
on Nature. 

Usually a mild laxative like Olive 
Tablets is all one needs to assist Na¬ 
ture on the second day. 

Once the exclusive prescription of a 
practicing physician, Olive Tablets 
are now an established proprietary, 
welcomed by millions because they 
are so easy to take and so mild. 

It is simple to keep tabs on yourself. 
Always have Olive Tablets on your 
bathroom shelf as a reminder on the 
second day. Three sizes, 15 i, 3Op, 60£. 
All druggists. 




ASTROLOGY 

1937 25c 

Yogi Alpha, noted American Philoso¬ 
pher, now offers the new 2000 word ; 

H'37 Forecast and Reading for only I 
25c. This reading gives you Astrolog- T 
ioal inclinations Month by Month [ 
for the year of 1937 and an extensive 1 
character delineation based upon an I 
interpretation of your Zodiac Sun« 

Sign. It indicates favorable and un¬ 
favorable days throughout 1937. It 
discusses home life, business affairs, 
marriage happiness, travel, love and 
romance, health, friends, vocation, 
temperament, etc. Send only 25cjj 
(coin or stamps) and month, day, B 
year and place of birth for this reading. Money refunded 
if not satisfied. 

Yogi Alpha, Box1411, Dept. D*3, San Diego, Cal. 

If a friend wishes a reading send 50c for 2 readings. 

CLEANS CLOTHES 

New Way...Sells On Sight 

NEW DRY-CLEANING CLOTHES BRUSH. 
Revolutionary invention. Banishes old-style 
clothes brushes forever. Never anything like itl 
Secret chemical plus unique vacuum action. 

Keeps clothing spic-and-span. Also cleans hats, 
drapes, window shades, upholstered furniture, 
etc. Saves cleaning bills. Low priced. 

AGENTS WANTED. Hustlers making 
phenomenal profits. 

SAMPLE OFFER 

in each locality who writes. No obli¬ 
gation. Get details. Be first. Send in your 

name TODA Y! 

KRISTEE MFG. CO. Dept. 1162 , Akron, O, 

Give It 

to the little folks for Christmas 

Sold on News Stands or by Subscription 
Write for FREE Sample Copy 
Children’s PLAY MATE Magazine 
Cleveland, Ohio 


C/uldiGmqh 


SUCH A PITY 

Little tots can’t help them¬ 
selves like grown-ups; can’t get 
up choking phlegm. Piso’s help¬ 
ful relief is backed by 70 y e a r s 
of cough-treating experience. Chil¬ 
dren and grown-ups find that it loosens 
phlegm congestion; soothes bronchia) 
channels; helps clear air passages; re¬ 
laxes cough impulse. For coughs due 
to colds, 
take Piso’s 
(pie-so’s) 

In bottles 




PISO’S 
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that’s what your gift should be; and 
that’s what it will be when you make it 
yourself with D’M'C threads. These 
smooth, even, brilliant cottons create 
lasting beauri*, for D’INj'C colors and 
D'M'C lustffe never fade. "What shall 
I make?” Consult D'M'C books of de¬ 
signs for Crochet, embroidery and knit¬ 
ting, at the art needlework department 
of yovtt store! They will inspire you! 
D-M-C Corp., 17 E. 22, New York, N. Y. 



Why I Recommend 

MOUNTAIN MIST 


For My Best Customers 



Professional 
Quitter Tells 
Secret! 


ABOVE: Mrs. Ray Ponder 
shows quilting by herself and 
mother, two leading St. Louis 
professional Quilters. Says 
Mrs. Ponder, “Years of ex¬ 
perience has taught mother 
and me not to handicap skill 
w ith inferior quil t cot ton. Only 
MOUNTAIN MIST, in our 
opinion, has every quality 
necessary for perfect results." 

f—M t 35c QUILT 

1 PATTERN 

sJ y 1XK/\}\ EVERY ROLL 


All good department stores carry MOUNTAIN 
MIST in the famous wrapper with a full size 
35c working pattern printed inside with color 
block illustrations of 19 other patterns and a 
coupon which entitles you to order any one of 
them for 20c from The Stearns & Foster 
Company, Lockland, Cincinnati, Ohio. 



NEW CATALOG OF 
NEEDLE WORK 


Herrschner’s have a great showing of 
stamped goods, needlepoint, yarns, 
rugs, novelties, etc. Dresses, lingerie, 
hosiery and gifts. Your request on a 

_^ -_1 1-CntolAi, 


m FREDERICK HERRSCHNER 

' NEEDLEWORK mo SPECIALTIES CO. 


Ulept. 2-0,6630 S, Ashland, Chicago 


The New Dress 

(Continued from page 21) 


“Why, dearie!” warm, and steady and 
comforting, and cheerful. 

“I—I just felt I had to call you, mother 
. . . Mother—You’re so wonderful!” 

“I?” a laugh, “Why no, dear! The ba¬ 
bies?” 

“Quite well, except for Celie, teething. 
They’re darling, Mother! They’re so 
sweet!” Why was she crying? “I’m so 
happy,—Mother! ’ ’ 

Stammering a little, she told her mother 
about how they had had to use the check. 

“Well, I imagined you’d use it that way, 
dear,” her mother answered flatly; “Your 
father knew Jim needed a suit and—we 
know you're growing up.” 

She wanted to say “I’m trying to” but 
she could manage only a “goodbye. Moth¬ 
er, dearest!” She held her babies close 
when they woke, thinking of her mother 
. . . and lips against little Celie’s soft 
fluff of hair, she whispered an unsteady, 
“Mother—? Mother!” 

W HEN Jim came home she laid 
aside her ideas of going out for 
any evening for another few years any¬ 
way. He was too tired. He must have 
rest. He wore the new suit and he was 
curt. “X had to take it!” he said belliger¬ 
ently and as if accusing her of something. 

“I know,” she said, who had dreamed 
his gratitude would be profound and 
shaken. 

“Well, do you like it?” he pushed on, 
sounding angry, and he turned before her. 

She said, “It’s lovely, the color and 
everything and it’s so becoming. And 
I think it’ll wear well.” 

“The clerk said it would,” he answered 
anxiously, eyes on a cuff. 

She saw herself, young in the moon¬ 
light ... as if it were a picture of some 
one she had known long years before 
... a picture of a child. 

“Dear,” she said, “If you’d go right 
away, you could get a little sleep before 
dinner.” • 

Then his eyes on her; a settled, steady, 
calm look, but better than the one of 
first love and stronger. He knew how she 
cared and she was proud of having taught 
him. “I must always make him under¬ 
stand he has me, anyway,” she thought 
humbly. 

Suddenly her fear was gone. She did 
not analyze what had killed it. She did 
not know that the bridge of giving will 
carry any little human across the dark 
valley of doubt, and that it is a strong 
bridge that gives strength to those who 
use it. 

She knew only that he was tired. He 
dropped, utterly spent, to their bed; she 
pulled the cover over him. His eyes were 
fixed on her as were the eyes of her ba¬ 
bies when they felt hunger, fright, or 
pain. 

He gripped her hand; he said, “Can you 
sit down a minute?” 

“Yes, if they don’t cry,” she answered, 
settling on the edge of the bed. 

“I kept thinking of you, Celie.” 

“I was thinking of you, too.” 

“Did everything go all right for you, 
Celie?” 

“Oh, yes, everything was fine!” 

“Your letters were so nice, Celie.” 

She stroked his hand. 

“Listen, Celie, I got twenty of that left. 


Could you get a dress with that?” 

She saw the price-tag on that dress she 
loved; “$20—” It was a pretty dress; she 
smiled, remembering it. “No,” she an¬ 
swered. “You get an overcoat. “Could 
you, for that?” 

“Oh, I could, but—Oh, I wish I could 
say it, what I want to!” 

“Well, we know, Jim.” 

He nodded on the pillow; “Sometimes I 
think—even when we forget on top—we 
know inside.” 

“We do!” she said. It was queer; they 
were both so close to tears. 

He slipped an arm around her neck to 
draw her face to his and cheeks pressed 
tight and warm, he said, “I guess—you 
know!” 

She did . . . She smiled, working in the 
kitchen, trying to keep them quiet so he 
could sleep . . . She smiled, remembering 
his kiss, his short, tight, “Some day every¬ 
thing—for you!” and she’d answered, “I 
have everything,” in the flat married 
voice . . . And she had . . . Give faith, 
not doubt. Give love and all it means! 
And never stop the giving! Not roses 
and moonlight as she’d dreamed, but 
something sounder . . . something the 
little frosts of every day would not kill 
. . . something that shone all the while, 
instead of dwindling as the moon . . . 
He was hers and now she knew it. Those 
who invest in love learn the dividend. 

Small Celie whimpered. Her mother 
picked her up, whispering, “Shhhh—!” 
She was growing so heavy; her weight 
brought out a backache . . . But so dear, 
and what would life be without the 
weight of love? And of carrying it? 

She held small Celie close because, once 
more, she had a vision of “that pretty 
dress.” She kissed her baby’s head and 
smiling, she whispered, a little thickly, 
“Your mummy has a new dress!” 


A Rose Jar 
for Remembering 

By MARGARET SCHAFFER 
CONNELLY 

A rose jar is 
A fragile thing. 

Filled with gay 
Remembering, 

Of sunlight spread 
On gilded leaves 
Where the busy 
Spider weaves, 

Filagreed 

With crystal dew. 

Lilac scented 
Just for you; 

Pot pourri 
Of roses caught 
In a mesh 

Of new spice fraught, 

Open it 

And fragrant spring 
Spills all over 
Everything. 


Helpful HOME SERVICE BOOKS 

As a new service feature Woman’s World offers 
you your choice of these authoritative books on a 
^ variety of practical subjects. Attractively bound, 

at 15c handsomely printed. 


postpaid 


Order by number 
and send with re¬ 
mittance to Wom¬ 
an’s World Home 
Institute, 461 Eighth 
Ave., New York 
N.Y. 


No. 48—Social Dancing 

Self-Taught 

No. 24—Etiquette for 
Everyday 

No. 45—Jokes and Toasts 
for All Occasions 

No. 37—You Can Be Pop¬ 
ular 

No. 4—Good Parties 

No. 34—Interpreting Your 
Dreams 

No. 41—Palmistry and As¬ 
trology 


No. 28—Improving Your 
Personality 

No. 25—How to Paint and 
Refinish Furniture 

No. 32—Self Instruction in 
Writing 

No. 38—Success in Love 
and Marriage 

No. 40—Secrets in Numer¬ 
ology 

No. 16—Beauty for the ma¬ 
ture Woman 

No. 30—Improving Your 
Conversation 





Inhalations afford the most direct relief 
of the distressing conditions of Bronchitis. 
Vapo-Cresolene penetrates to the irritated 
parts and brings quick relief. Successfully 
used for 56 years to relieve the paroxysms 
of whooping cough, spasmodic croup and 
coughs associated with bronchial irrita¬ 
tions and colds. Lamp or Electric Vapor- 
lamp-type izer. Directions with every package. At 
vaporizer ail drug stores. 


fajxr- 




FREE! Send for booklet D4, ‘‘Little Lamp of Health” 

VAPO-CRESOLENE CO., 62 Cortland! Si., New York, N. Y. 


GIVEN 


Send No Money 



MICKEY MOUSE WRIST WATCH orChoiceof 

CASH COMMISSION! Boys! Girls! Mickey s on the dial and 
hand in colors! Chrome finish case and bracelet—Unbreakable 
crystal. American make. WHAT A WATCH! SIMPLY GIVE 
AWAY FREE beautiful art pictures with our-famous W HI 1 hi 
CLOVERINE SALVE which you sell at 25c a box (givingpic- 
ture FREE) and remit per premium catalog. Other premiums 
eiven 42nd season. Write for order of Salve and pictures! 
WILSON CHEM. CO., INC., Dept. 54-J TYRONE, PA. 


! ! KNITTERS ! ! 

TWEED CLOTH and MATCHING YARN 

Finest Quality 'Tweeds in New Fall Shades 
Put Up in Skirt Lengths ( l 1 /.i yds.) 

You Unit Your Blouse to Match 

SEND FOR FREE SAMPLES 

also Color Card of 600 Yarn Samples Free. Prompt Mail 
Service 

CLIVEDEN YARN CO., Dept. C-14, 711 Arch St.,PHILA.,PA 


^Rnthearto/CANDLEWICKING- 


X 0 )< 0 >: 

0><0>:;,0 

VAV *FVv‘ 


__ UJ _ 

W. L, M. CLARK, ll 


Get This New Mountain Craft 
Candlewick Instruction Book No. 29 

showing over 50 articles in this beau¬ 
tiful. simple and popular needlework. 
Price 15c. 3 different special candle- 
wick tufting needles necessary for 
candlewicking. Set of three 15c. 
Book and set of needles, both 4 Ca 

postpaid ....—... Wv 

nc„ 1943 St. Louis Ave., St. Louis, Mo. 


KNITTING WOOLS 

Send for 600 Samples FREE 

Prompt Mail Service 

COLONIAL YARN HOUSE, 1231-W Cherry St., Phila., Pa 


Ideal Christmas 
, Presents. Fancy 
• colorfast prints, 

f trial pkg., 3 lb. $1. Postpaid. Book of over 20 com- 
I nlete quilt patterns 20c. Also DeLuxe Folding Quilt¬ 
ing Frames, quilt tops, cut pieces, rug material, etc. 
1 Circulars 3c. Mirtie B. McCormick, Streator, III. 


^ OUILT PIECES 

II. S; 1 I’nut.naid Hnnk t 


YARN 

FREE SAMPLES 


Pure wool for hand knitting or 
rug making. Moderate prices. 

DELAINE MFG. CO., Dept.A. 

118 Chestnut Street Philadelphia, Pa. 


CATARRH 
HAYFEVER 


The Powerful germ-destroying ingredients of 
ISINO-DINE penetrate all accessible parts giving 
] quick comfort, and lasting relief, or money back. 
Send $1 for full size, or if you prefer, 10c for trial. 

CIMO VMKIC 666 NO. ROBERTSON.DEPT. W 

dllXU^UinC LOS ANGELES, CALIFORNIA 


YARNS 


For Rugs and Hand-Knitting, at bar¬ 

gain prices. Samples and knitting di¬ 
rections FREE. 

Bartlett Yarn Mills Box D, Harmony, Maine 


U Y DIRECT 
__ SAVE MONEY 

Boucles—Worsteds—Sports—Zephyrs—Others 
FREE Samples—Lowest Prices 

PARAMOUNT YARN CO. __ 

362 GRAND ST. (DEPT. WW) NEW YORK CITY 


Y A R N B 



Write 600 FREE Samples 

CRESCENT YARNS-MD-Fkd., ' 

rm.n an d Tor. Avos., 
/J^. IP Philadelphia, Pa. 


^Scratching 

III' RELIEVE ITCHING In Oru Minute. 

Even the most stubborn itching of eczema, blotches, 
pimples, athlete’s foot, rashes and other skin erup¬ 
tions, quickly yields to Dr. Dennis* cooling, antisep¬ 
tic, liquid D. D. D. PRESCRIPTION. Its gentle oils 
soothe the irritated skin. Clear, greaseless and stain¬ 
less—dries fast. Stops the most intense itching in¬ 
stantly. A 35c trial bottle, at drug stores, proves it— 
or money back. Ask for D. D. D. PRESCRIPTION. 
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CHRIfTIHAS 


GIFT EII^UEIIE 

A Talk to Girls by LORNA SLOCOMBE 


A T Christmas time a young girl’s fancy lightly turns to 
thoughts of love, and etiquette. She would like to 
J. give her best beau a present—but should she? And 
what on earth does one give a young man anyhow? 

First of all, let her be sure if she wants to give him a 
present. Certainly not, if he isn’t giving her one. So if a 
card has arrived from him bearing the proper yuletide 
sentiments, she may assume that nothing more will be 
forthcoming. But it may be there has been no card in the 
mails, and she thinks he might be sending a gift, though 
she isn’t sure. Let her remember that it is better that he 
should give and give, and she merely smile receptively 
and give nothing in return but sweet thanks, than for her 
to load him down with presents and obligations and em¬ 
barrass him out of her life. However, if his present, has 
arrived bright and early, beribboned, besprigged, and 
labeled Don’t Open Until Christmas, let the ydung lady 
clutch her pocketbook in her hot little fist and go shopping 
for a present from her to him. And here’s hoping she 
doesn’t get him a necktie. Or anything to wear, for that 
matter. Men are quite, quite mad when it comes to new 
clothes. They hate all new things. They don’t like women 
to buy things for them, and they never buy anything for 
themselves. They love their old things to distraction and 
the ragbag, and won’t wear even the most necessary new 
clothes until after long preliminaries of hemming, hawing, 
practising around the house, and seasoning in the closet. 
And granted that men are all a little nutty on the subject 
of clothes, a wise young lady will prudently evade the issue 
by letting them have their own way. 

Pipes Are Definitely Out! 

Pipes are another thing no woman will ever understand. 
It is a constant source of astonishment to the feminine sex 
that a man could possibly be under the impression that he 
needs so many pipes. It is equally mysterious to her how 
he tells one pipe from another that looks just the same, 
and what difference it makes anyhow. If you are a wise 
young lady you will again leave the mystery unprobed 
and unsolved. If you are going to give your beau some¬ 
thing in the smoking line, he will certainly appreciate a 
carton or so of his favorite cigarettes. Or a nice virile, 
capacious ash tray. If he uses a cigarette case, he’d prob¬ 
ably like one from you, but avoid anything too tricky, or 
too colorful. Something simple and not too expensive, 
with room for plenty of cigarettes. 

Nice big white handkerchiefs with a simple monogram 
are something a man never has too many of. Get him just 
a bit more expensive ones than he’d ever think of getting 
for himself. Another possible present with the personal 
note is a muffler for formal evening wear—be sure it’s cor¬ 
rect. But refrain from giving him Russian pyjamas, no 
matter how cute you think he’d look in them. 

Beware Sentimental Inscriptions 

Books are always in the best of taste, and indicate that 
you have moderately serious interests in life. If he’s in 
the least literary, a de luxe edition of a favorite author will 
be something he’ll keep and appreciate always. If you wish 
to inscribe the flyleaf, it’s quite (Continued on page 26) 



BRUNETTE 


By QdAtA, 

You think you can describe your complexion 
by calling it "fair,” "dark,” "pink and white” or 
"olive.” You think you know just what shade of 
face powder goes with your particular skin. 

But I want to give you the surprise of your 
life! I want to show you—at my expense— 
that you probably belong to the vast army of 
women who habitually use the wrong shade of 
face powder—a shade that never permits them 
to look their loveliest or their youngest! 

The reason women make this mistake is that 
they choose face powder shades according to 
old-fashioned notions of "type.” But you aren’t 
a type. You’re you—an individual! No 
two skins are alike. Even the same skin alters 
with the years, the seasons, the state of health. 
Doesn’t this check with your own experience? 

There's Just ONE WAY to Tell! 

The only way to find the most becoming, flatter¬ 
ing shade of face powder for your skin now — 
is to try on all five basic shades. Any other 
way doesn’t give your complexion the ghost of a 
chancetoshowwhichshadeitdemands. 

I don’t expect you to buy 5 big boxes 
of powder for this test, when one box 
will be all you’ll need afterward. Just 
send me your name and address, and 
byreturnmail I’ll dispatch all 5 shades 
of my Lady Esther Face Powder, free 
of charge. 

When the five shades arrive, do 
this: First, look at them all and, just 
for fun, guess which shade you think 
is most flattering to you. Keep that 


shade in mind. Then try on every one of the 
five shades. Give yourself plenty of time. Be 
sure to remove each shade completely before 
you try the next. But the important thing is to 
try all five, before you make up your mind 
which is most becoming. Then compare the 
one you select by actual test, with the one you 
guessed at—you’ll get the surprise of your life 
to find your guess was undoubtedly wrong. 

Prepare for a Surprise! 

Do you know what is quite apt to happen? A 
complete reversal of everything you thought you 
knew about yourselfandyourface powder shade. 
Why, thousands of women have told me that 
the shade they guessed in advance as the winner 
—didn’t win at all! Often the winner has turned 
out to be the very shade they thought couldn’t 
possibly suit them! This shade added life and 
vivacity not only to the skin but to their whole 
personality—and made them look years younger! 

Write today for all 5 shades of Lady Esther 
Face Powder. Then make the test I suggest and 
see for yourself how right or wrong you have 
been in your selection of face powder shade. 
Mail coupon now! 


(You can paste this on a penny postcard.) (28) f ^ ^ ^ 

Lady Esther, 2038 Ridge Avenue, Evanston, Illinois 

Please send me by return mail a liberal supply of all five 
shades of Lady Esther Face Powder; also a 7- days’ supply of your 
Lady Esther Four-Purpose Face Cream. 


City __ State - 

(If you live in Canada, write Lady Esther, Ltd., Toronto, Ont.) 


See if the Shade of Face Powder You Have 
Been Using is the Right One for You! 
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Say Merry Christmas! with a box of home-made sweets 


S A Y it to the family—say it to your 
friends—to the young people who 
must spend Christmas far away 
from home—to the bachelor maid who 
has little time to fuss for herself—say 
it to almost anyone you know, for who 
will not welcome a Merry Christmas 
Greeting in the form of a gaily decor¬ 
ated package of your own home-made 
cookies or candies? 

The containers are probably right at 
hand—those boxes and tins which 
you’ve been saving all year long 
though you really hardly knew what 
for—are just waiting to be comman¬ 
deered in these last hurried days. Dec¬ 
orate the tins with bright enamel 
paints, stencil them if you like, or in 
the case of cardboard boxes transform 
them into treasure chests by covering 
with wall paper samples or wrap in 
bright tissues or cellophane, making 
generous use of paper ribbons and 
seals to complete their festive appear¬ 
ance. 

Glass jars with tightly fitting covers 
(enamel these too) will be just grand 
for salted nuts—oh there are any num¬ 
ber of ways of sending your greeting 
in such a sweet or spicy manner and 
with the least possible expenditure 
other than the time and thought which 
mean so much and really cost so little. 


Chocolate Fudge 


% cup milk 
1 teaspoon vanilla 
1 cup broken nut- 
meats or quar¬ 
tered seeded rai¬ 
sins, optional 


3 tablespoons but¬ 
ter 

3 cups sugar 
2 tablespoons corn 
sirup 

2 squares (ounces) 
unsweetened choc¬ 
olate 

Combine butter, sugar, sirup, choco¬ 
late and milk in large heavy saucepan 
and cook to 238 degrees F. (soft ball) 
stirring only until sugar and chocolate 
are melted and removing with a damp¬ 
ened brush any drops ©f sirup which 
form on sides of pan. Cool to luke¬ 
warm (110 degrees F.) add vanilla and 
beat until Fudge loses its glossy ap¬ 
pearance and is firm enough to hold 
its shape when a little is dropped from 
spoon. Stir in nut-meats or raisins, if 


used, and turn into oiled pan. Cut 
into squares when firm. 

Butterscotch 

3 cups sugar . 1 la cups water 

•)i cup light or dark 6 tablespoons butter 
corn sirup 2 teaspoons vanilla 

Combine sugar, sirup and water and 
cook to 270 degrees F. (medium crack) 
stirring only until sugar is dissolved. 
Add butter and continue to cook to 
284-290 degrees F. (hard crack) stir¬ 
ring constantly after butter is added. 
Remove from fire, add vanilla and 
pour into oiled pan. Cool, mark into 
squares and break apart when cold. 
Almond Butterscotch 
Stir gently into Butterscotch just 
before pouring into oiled pan 1 cup 
shelled unblanched almonds, slightly 
toasted in the oven. 

Scotch Kisses 

Wipe small marshmallows and dip 
gently, one at a time, into the hot But¬ 
terscotch, lifting out with fork and 
inverting on oiled plate to cool. 

Marshmallow Coconut Squares 

2 cups sugar 2 tablespoons butter 

1 cup light corn 16 marshmallows, 
sirup cut small 

1 cup milk 1% cups shredded 

coconut 

Cook sugar, sirup, and milk to 238 
degrees F. (soft ball) add butter, then 
cool in pan till lukewarm (110 degrees 
F.) Stir in marshmallows and coconut 
and beat until creamy. Turn into oiled 
pan and mark into squares. 

Vanilla Caramels 

1 cup sugar % cup light cream 

1 cup light corn 1 teaspoon butter 

sirup 2 teaspoons vanilla 

teaspoon salt 

Combine sugar, sirup, salt and half 
the cream in a large saucepan. Stir 
until boiling, then cook gently to 230 
degrees F. (thread) stirring frequent¬ 
ly. Add butter and remaining cream, 
not more than a tablespoon at a time 
so as not to check boiling. Continue 
cooking, still stirring frequently, to 
244-246 degrees F. for a soft cara¬ 


mel, to 248-250 degrees F. for a firmer 
texture. Add vanilla and turn into an 
oiled pan (% inch deep.) Cut into 
squares when cold and wrap at once 
in waxed paper. 

Variations: Stir in 1 cup broken nut- 
meats just before pouring. 

Stir in % cup shredded coconut just 
before pouring. 

Flavor with 1 teaspoon maple flavor¬ 
ing in place of vanilla. 

Flavor with maple and add 1 cup 
broken walnut meats. 

Salted Nuts 

Blanched nuts Salt 

Oil 

Sprinkle nuts very lightly with oil, 
using not more than one teaspoon to a 
cup of nuts. Spread in one layer in 
baking pan and brown delicately in 
moderately hot oven—375 degrees F.— 
stirring occasionally that they may 
color evenly. Sprinkle with salt after 
removing from oven and spread on 
crumpled unglazed paper to absorb 
any surface oil. 

Puffed Cereal Nuggets 

1 cup molasses 1 tablespoon butter 

2 tablespoons vine- Vs teaspoon baking 

gar soda 

1/2 cup sugar 3 cups puffed cereal 

Combine first four ingredients, bring 
gently to boiling point, then cook until 
a little dropped into cold water be¬ 
comes brittle—265-270° F. Remove 
from fire, add soda, stir until thor¬ 
oughly incorporated, then pour over 
cereal in a large mixing bowl. Stir 
until all grains are coated, then drop 
by small spoonfuls onto waxed paper. 
(Continued on page 27) 


The Christmas spirit is brilliantly 
symbolized in these shimmering gift 
packages decked with wrappings, rib¬ 
bons and transparent drinking straws 
of Cellophane cellulose film. Espe¬ 
cially effective are the fan bow of 
pleated film, and the pompon of 
straws on the felly jar. 


Photo courtesy 
Corn Products 
Refining Co. 
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DELICIOUS HOME-MADE CANDIES—AND THEY’RE EASY TO MAKE, TOO! 


Homemaking Editor 
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nmnzmc results 

from using 

CUBE STHRIH 



"At last, my husband’s 
shirts are starched just 
as he likes them. With 
Staley's CUBE Starch 
you can't use too much 
or too little — CUBES 
measure themselves." 




"The first time I used 
CUBE Starch I finished 
my ironing in one-third 
less time. And every 
piece had just the right 
degree of stiffness." 


Free for Asthma 
During Winter 


If you suffer with those terrible attacks of 
Asthma when it is cold and damp; if raw. 
Wintry winds make you choke as if each gasp 
for breath was the very last; if restful sleep is 
impossible because of the struggle to breathe; 
if you feel the disease is slowly wearing your 
life away, don’t fail to send at once to the 
Frontier Asthma Co. for a free trial of a re¬ 
markable method. No matter where you live or 
whether you have any faith in any remedy under 
the Sun, send for this free trial. If you have 
suffered for a lifetime and tried everything you 
could learn of without relief; even if you are 
utterly discouraged, do not abandon hope but 
send today for this free trial. It will cost you 
nothing. Address 


Frontier Asthma Co., 
462 Niagara Street, 


77-B, Frontier Bldg. 
Buffalo, New York 


,B£ -A y/uzurvEjds 

• PRACTICAL NURSE 


o 

Be Independent—enjoy a splendid income from the honor- 
able profession of Trained Practical Nursing. Study in your 
own home—train the“Pierce Way” and be successful. Home Study Course 
and 6-months Practical Hospital Course for resident students. Write for 
free descriptive book. PIERCE SCHOOL ENDORSED BY AMERI- 
CAN TRAINED PRACTICAL NURSE’S ASSOCIATION. 

PIERCE SCHOOL of PRACTICAL NURSING 
702 West 17th Street Secretary CS Los Angeles. California 


FOR COLDS 

Nature can more quickly expel Infection when 
aided by internal medication of recognized merit 

Salt con Tablets 


HAVE RECOGNIZED MERIT 


At all druggists, or send for a free sample to 
K. A. Hughes Co., Jamaica Plain, Mass. 


I V Trade your OLD WOOLEN RAGS for Ideal Xmas 
=»* Gifts. lOOc-j- VIRGIN WOOL BLANKETS, AUTO 
“* ROBES, COATS. SNO OR SKI SUITS. DIRECT 
, FROM MILL. Write for Complete Information. 

f-j? SHEPARD'S WOOLENS, 263 E.51h SI., St. Pant, Mi nn. 

SPECIAL OFFER TO 



PILE SUFFERERS 

Private formula ointment used by the McCleary 
Ginic, as pq,rt of its regular treatment of rectal 
cases. May now be used in your home. It soothes 
and gives much temporary relief. Large trial tube 
sent to any rectal sufferer for 10 < to pay postage and 
incidental charges. THE McCLEARY CLINIC, 
599A Elms Blvd., Excelsior Springs, Mo. 



Here are some 
excellent 
recipes, so — 


lET’f 


HAVE 


H O W will you have your doughnuts 
—for of course you will have them 
now that the cold winter weather 
is here and we are more inclined toward 
hearty, calorie-rich foods. There’s quite 
a trend toward old favorites in cooking 
these days and surely doughnuts were 
one of the earliest Colonial types of 
sweet cake. In his history of New York, 
Washington Irving calls attention to this: 

“Sometimes the table was graced with 
immense apple pies or saucers full of 
preserved peaches and pears; but it al¬ 
ways was sure to boast an enormous 
dish of balls of sweetened dough, fried 
in hog's fat, and called doughnuts, or 
olykoeks—a delicious kind of cake, at 
present scarce known in this city ex¬ 
cepting in genuine Dutch families.” 

There are just a half dozen points on 
the doughnut question which should be 
stressed before proceeding to recipes: 

1. Don’t use too much sugar. It is bet¬ 
ter to depend partly for sweetness on 
the surface sugar in which the dough¬ 
nuts are rolled. 

2. By all means use egg yolks or whole 
eggs in your doughnuts as this makes 
them less likely to absorb fat. 

3. Select a heavy iron kettle for the 
frying that the fat may maintain a steady, 
even temperature. If using the “bread” 
test one should be able to count sixty 
before this becomes golden brown. With 
a frying thermometer the temperature 
should range from 360-3.75 degrees F. 

4. Don't crowd the doughnuts in the 
frying kettle; turn as soon as they rise 
to the top of the fat, and be sure to 
drain thoroughly after frying. 

5. It is wiser to do all the rolling and 
cutting before beginning to fry so that 
one's entire attention may then be given 
to the actual cooking. 

6. The easiest way to sugar doughnuts 
is to place a little powdered sugar in a 
large paper bag, drop in three or four 
doughnuts, twist the top of the bag to 
close, then shake gently. 


Plain Doughnuts 

O 

2 V> tablespoons 3 teaspoons baking 

shortening powder 

% cup sugar 1 teaspoon salt 

2 large eggs 1 teaspoon mixed 

1 cup milk ground spices— 

About 3 */2 cups cinnamon, nutmeg, 

flour mace 

Cream shortening and work in half the 
sugar. Beat eggs with remaining sugar 


and add with milk. Sift remaining in¬ 
gredients and combine with first mix¬ 
ture. Blend very thoroughly and if nec¬ 
essary use a little more flour although 
the dough should be as soft as it can 
be handled. Turn onto a floured board, 
roll about half an inch thick, cut and 
fry. Drain thoroughly on unglazed pa¬ 
per and roll in powdered sugar. 


Sour Milk Doughnuts 


2 eggs 
3 i cup sugar 
rs cup sour milk 
2 tablespoons 

melted shortening 
1 teaspoon baking 
soda 


1 teaspoon salt 

1 teaspoon baking 
powder 

Vz teaspoon grated 
nutmeg 

About 3 x /> cups 
flour 


Beat eggs and sugar together until 
light, add milk and shortening, then sift¬ 
ed dry ingredients. Mix quickly. Roll, 
cut, fry, drain and roll in powdered 
sugar. 


Raised Dou°linuts 

o 

1 cup milk 1 compressed yeast 

; 'i cup sugar cake 

1 teaspoon salt 2 eggs 

: j cup shortening About 5 clips flour 

Scald milk and pour it over the sugar, 
salt and shortening. When cooled to 
lukewarm add the crumbled yeast cake, 
stir until dissolved, add eggs beaten until 
light, then the flour and knead to a 
smooth dough. Cover and set in a warm 
place to rise until doubled in bulk— 
about two hours. Roll from half to two- 
thirds inch thick on a floured board, cut. 
place on lightly greased pan at least one 
inch apart, cover and allow to rise until 
again doubled in bulk. Fry, drain and 
roll either in plain powdered sugar or 
in powdered sugar to which a little 
ground cinnamon has been added. 


Chocolate Doughnuts 


U cup shortening 
1 M cups sugar 
2 eggs 

2 squares (ounces) 
unsweetened 
chocolate, melted 


1 cup sour milk 
1 Vz teaspoons va¬ 
nilla 

About 4 cups flour 
1 teaspoon baking 
soda 

1 teaspoon salt 


Cream shortening with half the sugar. 
Beat eggs with remaining sugar and add. 
Pour in melted chocolate, milk and vanil¬ 
la and combine with sifted dry ingre¬ 
dients, adding more flour if necessary 
to make a dough which can be easily 
handled. Roll on floured board, cut, fry 
and drain. 


<By LILY H AX WORTH WALLACE 


DON’T PAY 
1st GRADE 
PRICES FOR 
3rd GRADE FISH 


You can’t judge quality of ocean fish by 
the price—nor by its looks. And here’s the 
reason why: 

When ocean fish are brought into the 
great pier at Boston, inspectors carefully 
sort them into 3 grades. Only the finest 
fish which have been out of water for the 
shortest time are passed for Grade 1. Infe¬ 
rior fish are put in the 2nd and 3rd grades. 

Now, here’s the point: All three grades 
are sold—usually as quality fish. So you 
may be paying 1st grade prices and get¬ 
ting 3rd grade fish and that’s why it doesn’t 
always taste delicious. 

But you can buy ocean fish with a guar¬ 
antee that it is ALWAYS Grade 1 by de¬ 
manding 40-Fathom Fish. 40-Fathom Fish 
are juicy fillets, boned and cleaned—ready 
for the fire—the cream of the catch—full 
of the fresh caught taste of the sea. Easy 
to cook in 8 to 10 minutes. 


40-Fathom offers you a variety of fish 
products, all 1st grade fish. Every package 
is marked distinctly with the 40-Fathom 
trademark shown below. If 40-Fathom 
Brand Fish are offered to you without this 
trademark, do not buy them for they are 
not 40-Fathom Brand Fish. 



4U _ 

Fathom BrandFISH 



Over 1,000,000 
Satisfied Users 
36 Years in Business 

Write for FREE Catalog 


Nearly 200 Styles and Sizes of 
Heaters, Ranges, Furnaces at Fac¬ 
tory Prices. Easy Terms— 
as little as 18c a day —Year 
to Pay. More Bargains than 
in 20 Big Stores. New styles, 
new features, new colors. 
30 days free trial—360 days 
approval test—24-hour 
shipments. The Kalamazoo 
“tove Co., Manufacturers. 
^51 Rochester Avenue, 
Kalamazoo, Michigan. 


Free! 


BRAND-NEW 

SHORT-CUT 


1ANDY 
s’ COOKY 


RECIPES! 



udges, penuchi, pull taffies, caramels—made 
l new failure-proof ways! • New candies— 
isy to do. • Fondant made without cooking! 

And what cookies! • Many so easy a small 
irl can make them! 


'rite to THE BORDEN CO., Dept. WW-126, 350 
iadison Ave., New York, for FREE recipe book, 
ist off the press. 
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TIME IS SHORT, BUT FOOD IS TASTY . . . 

YOU EAT A LOT AND EAT IT HASTY . . . 

IN CASE A CASE OF HEARTBURN COMES, 

WE HOPE YOU'VE GOT YOUR ROLL OF TUMS! 



ChUu TUMS 

FOR QUICK RELIEF FROM 

ACID INDIGESTION, HEARTBURN, GAS 


CO many causes for acid indigestion! Hasty 
^ eating . . . smoking . . . beverages . . . rich 
foods ... no wonder we have sudden, unex¬ 
pected attacks of heartburn, sour stomach or 
gas! But millions have learned the smart thing 
to do is carry Turns! These tasty mints give 
scientific, thorough relief so quickly! Contain 
no harsh alkali . . . cannot over- alkalize your 
stomach. Release just enough antacid com¬ 
pound to correct stomach acidity... remainder 
passes t(K-released from your system. And 
they’re so pleasant . . . just like candy. So 
handy to carry in pocket or purse. 10c a roll at 
any drugstore—or 3 rolls for 25c in the 
ECONOMY PACK. 


TUMS 


TUMS ARE 
ANTACID . . 

NOT A LAXATIVE 


FREE 


FOR THE TUMMY 



Beautiful Six-color 1937 Calendar-Thermometer. Also 
1 samples of Turns and NR. Send stamp for packinjr and 
i postage to A. H. Lewis Co., Dept. 44T-74, St. Louis, Mo. 


KILL RATS WITHOUT POISON 



This proven 
exterminator 
won't kill Live¬ 
stock. Pets or 
Poultry—Gets Rats 
Every Time. K-R-O 
made from Red Squill, a 
raticide recommended by 
U.S. Dept. Agr. (Bui. 15331 J 
Ready-Mixed, 35* and 
$1.00; Powder. 75*. All 
Druggists. Results or 
Your Money Back. j J 
K-R-0 Company, 

^ Springfield, O. 


K-R-0 


KILLS RATS 
ONLY 


JheBesr CRAY HAIR 

REMEDY IS 
MADE AT HOME 

Y OU can now make at home a 
better gray hair remedy than 
you can buy, by following this 
simple recipe: To half pint of 
water add one ounce bay rum, 
\ a small box of Barbo Com¬ 
pound and one-fourth ounce 
of glycerine. Any druggist 
can put this up or you can 
mix it yourself at very little 
cost. Apply to the hair twice 
a week until the desired 
Bhade is obtained. Barbo imparts color to streaked, 
faded, or gray hair, makes it soft and glossy and 
takes years off your looks. It will not color the 
sc alp, is not sticky or greasy and does not rub off. 

AT O W! 





f tic Winter siiades at Special Club Prices. Act Now! 

\ Send for FREE SAMPLES of exclusive shades and 
i complete information. Emily A. Deutscher, Club 
Dept. R, 840 Sixth Avenue, New York, N. Y. 

„ yCfc&cfc that 

t COUGH before it 
<rets WORSE 

Check it before others (maybe the children) catch it! 
Check it with FOLEY’S HONEY & TAR, the double¬ 
acting compound that gives quick relief and speeds 
recovery. It soothes raw, irritated tissues; quickly 
allays tickling, hacking. Spoonful makes for cough- 
free sleep i No stomach-upsetting drugs. Ideal for 
children, too. Don ’ t let that cough d ue to a cold hang on! 
For speedy relief and speeded-up recovery insist upon— 


T/'hT FV’C HONEY fi-TAI 
JUJJLH* I 3 compouni 


At the Sign of the Falcon 

(Continued from page 8) 


have it back. But of what use is that— 
he is already wed.” 

“Wed! You tell me he is wed! To 
whom? How know you this?” 

“He told me so just now. It was as if he 
had struck me. I feel as if all that was 
good had gone out of my life." 

“I cannot believe, it Ardeth.” 

“He would not lie to me, even though 
he was so angry.” 

“No; I think he would not lie. But it 
seems so strange—” 

“So strange and cruel. But let us not 
speak of it now. You said that much 
was contingent on my answering your 
question. Well, I have answered. Now 
what is it you would tell me. Who was 
this man who ruined your sister's life.” 

“I should not say it now; and yet there 
is a good reason that it be told to you, 
even though one is supposed to speak no 
evil of the dead. Had you read all my 
letter, you had learned this. The man 
was Sir Ives Baghote— 

Ardeth, incredulous at first, read the 
truth in Jane’s earnest eyes. 

“He—he did that! And I married him.” 

“He tricked you into marrying him; 
he wanted you and I threatened to tell 
you of what he had done. Oh, it is not 
ail. Ardeth. Tell you I must, for such 
infamy should not die with the infamous 
one. This man you hate, on whose head 
you set a price, this Jaffray Crewe—do 
you know why, more than because of 
that silly wager he made, he was at 
daggers-drawn with Ives Baghote?—Be¬ 
cause, even as that man ruined Moyra, 
he tricked and betrayed Jaffray Crewe’s 
fostersister. Eve!” 

“Jane! I cannot—” 

“It is God’s truth, I tell you! And there 
is a last confidence that, you must prom¬ 
ise me. will go no farther—the poinard 
thrust that finished your—that finished 
Ives Baghote was not given him by Jaf¬ 
fray Crewe but by another—a boy who 
had loved Moyra. Jaffray Crewe bested 
him in fair fight, and Jaffray Crewe by 
all I have heard of him is a fine and 
honest youth.” 

Ardeth, for a long while, kept silent, 
her face averted and in that while the 
thoughts that had dwelt in her mind, the 
prejudices, the hates, came tumbling 
down and were no more. Ives Baghote, 
of whom she had made something like 
a martyr, whose trickery she had con¬ 
doned. had been a craven and a man of 
unspeakable wickedness. This other. Jaf¬ 
fray Crewe, had, rather than doing her 
an injury, performed a favor for her by 
ridding her of a man she must eventually 
have come to hate. Indeed, she had never 
loved him; his polish, his good looks and 
skill in the art of love had for a time cap¬ 
tured her youthful fancy. 

She awoke from her bitter musings. 
Jane watched her with pity, with an un¬ 
derstanding of what this must mean to 
one so proud and fiery. 

“You did well to tell me, Jane,” said 
Ardeth. “It has righted many things that 
were wrong in my mind and uprooted 
some that were ugly from my heart. 


J AFFRAY between campaigns had 
read that sublimely ridiculous chron¬ 
icle of Cervantes—Don Quixote de la 
Mauncha—and had laughed delightedly at 
the dismal endings of that great knight's 
exploits. Now, however, as he urged his 
horse towards Port Royal and, from the 
brute’s leisurely progress, had ample time 
to muse on his own adventures, he dis¬ 
covered a great deal of sense in the fa¬ 
mous satire and told himself he needed 
only a Sancho Panza, to be a counterpart 
of Don Quixote himself. 

Women—and Mistress Stuart in partic¬ 
ular—he compared bitterly with gun¬ 
powder—women being even more dan¬ 
gerous, since a man never knew when 
he was holding a match to the train and 
bringing on his own destruction. 

Why could Ardeth not have listened 
to him, given him a chance to explain 
that he was but gratifying Jane March- 
bank’s inordinate curiosity. What fire! 
What a mettlesome temper! In spite of 
his sense of hurt and injustice, he could 
not help loving her the more for that 
he knew it was jealousy and a sure proc¬ 
lamation of her love for him. No doubt 
she would become cooler in a little while 
and would have a settlement with her 
cousin and learn the truth. That would 
have restored him to her favor, to be 
sure, but he, in his own rage had defi¬ 
nitely committed himself to explanations. 
He had rashly, to punish her, told her he 
was already wed. He could not take it 
back and he dared not tell her the truth. 
Would he ever dare to lay bare the truth 
to her, whose hatred of Jaffray Crewe 
might never cease to be? 

He arrived at nightfall in Port Royal, 
still familiarly called by that name, 
though Annapolis Royal was the name 
the English had given it. The Basin was 
like a mammoth mirror, smooth, unrip¬ 
pled, and the vessels that were anchored 
there were silhouetted sharply against 
the fading west. Early lights twinkled 
out from the houses of the town and the 
notes of a bugle sounded clarion-clear 
in the stillness, and the muffled detona¬ 
tion of the sunset-gun richocheted from 
hill to hill. 

Here, friendless, to a place he had 
loved at first sight, that now had become 
somehow cold and strange to him—per¬ 
haps because of the heaviness of his 
heart and the lowness of his spirits— 
came Jaffray Crewe; and the salty zest 
of the sea came to him, stronger than 
the smells of earth, as if the sea called 
to him to be away from all this, to cease 
believing that love was truth and not a 
lie and that happiness for him dwelt in 
the light and tricky heart of a girl. 

And Jaffray. at that moment, tired, dis¬ 
illusioned. forgetful that he left to her 
the land that was rightfully his, was all 
for going upon the sea and betaking him¬ 
self to far places—to the Indies, to Cathay, 
where in time he could forget what his 
lips had learned from her lips and his 
fingers from her glorious hair. It seemed 
just now as if those memories would 
(Continued on page 27) 


Christmas Gift Etiquette 

(Continued from page 23) 


all right and adds a personal note to the 
gift, but be very careful not to include 
any flowery sentiments in the inscription. 
Just “Jim, from Louise, Christmas 1936" 
is sufficient. Then if your grand passion 
turns out to be just another case of won¬ 
dering what you ever saw in him, your 
name in his library will have the beau¬ 
tiful anonymity of a maiden aunt’s. 

If his tastes run to music, rather than 
books, there’s always something he’d 
love in the line of victrola records that 
his allowance won’t ever quite cover. 
Perhaps a symphony, or perhaps Dwight 
Fiske’s latest gem. It’s up to you to be in¬ 


terested enough in him to find out his 
preferences beforehand. You may want 
to be very aesthetic and present him with 
a work of art, but it’s awfully precarious 
Opinions differ so desperately. He might 
not be able to stomach the dominant 
shade of green in the painting. Bookends 
would be a safer bet. And the picture 
he’s most likely to enjoy is one of your¬ 
self. But oh lady, lady! If you’re giving 
him your photograph, inscribe it non¬ 
committally and gently. For he may run 
off with a little blonde some day. If you 
keep that in mind as you shop for his 
present, you won’t go far astray! 


Why Laxatives 
Fail in Stubborn 
Constipation 


Twelve to 24 hours is too long to wait when relief 
from clogged bowels and constipation is needed, 
for then enormous quantities of bacteria accumulate, 
causing GAS, indigestion and many restless, sleep¬ 
less nights. 

If you want REAL, QUICK RELIEF, take a liquid 
compound such as Adlerika. Adlerika contains 
SEVEN cathartic and carminative ingredients that 
act on the stomach and BOTH bowels. Most "over¬ 
night" laxatives contain one ingredient that acts on 
the lower bowel only. 

Adlerika’s DOUBLE ACTION gives your system 
a thorough cleansing, bringing out old poisonous 
waste matter that may have caused GAS pains, 
sour stomach, headaches and sleepless nights for 
months. 


Adlerika relieves stomach GAS at once and usual¬ 
ly removes bowel congestion in less than two hours. 
No waiting for overnight results. This famous treat¬ 
ment has been recommended by many doctors and 
druggists for 35 years. Take Adlerika one-half hour 
before breakfast or one hour before bedtime and 
in a short while you will feel marvelously refreshed. 
At all leading Druggists. 

TRIAL For SPECIAL TRIAL SIZE send 10c, coin 
A rrrn or stamps, to Adlerika, Dept. 903, St. 
UrrfcK Pau | t Mi n n. 
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AGENTS WANTED 


IT* TO $32 IN A WEEK. SELL GllEAT LINE OF 
HOSIERY RACKED BY' DEFINITE ItEl*LACEMENT 
< IC Alt ANTE K. COVERING HOLES. SNAGS. BINS. 
Wltn E FOlt SAMPLES QUICK. WILKNIT HOSIERY, 
DESK 12-1’, GREENFIELD. OHIO. 

I’LL GIVE YOU GROCERIES AT WHOLESALE RE- 
sides splendid opportunity to make up to $ I".00 in a week. 
Rraml new Ford Sedan given as I tonus. Details free. Al¬ 
bert .Hills. 2041 Monmouth, Cincinnati, Ohio. 


STRANGE CHEMICAL SPONGE CLEANS CARS LIKE 
MAGIC. BANISHES AUTO-WASHING DRUDGE It Y. 
Sells on sight. Phenomenal profits. OUTFIT FREE. 
Kris tee. Dept. 263, Akron, Ohio. 


MOTHERS! WILL YOU WEAR ACTUAL SAMPLE 
DRESSES AND SHOW TO FRIENDS? UP TO $22 IN 
week, easy! Not house to house. Give size. age. 
HARFORD FROCKS, Dept. J-S3, Cincinnati. Ohio. 

CHRISTMAS CARDS. SELL 50 SNOWFLAKE FOLD- 
ers, name imprinted, $1.00. Commission daily. Samples 
;ree. Also boxes. Dunbar, Ne.v Brunswick, N. J. 


MISCELLANEOUS 


$5000.00 EACH FOR CERTAIN COIN. WE GUARANTEE 
TO PAY THE WORLD’S HIGHEST PRICES. 1909 
CENTS UP TO $10.00. 1*00 CENT $50.00. CENTS OF 
1X61 1809. 1870. 1881. 1890. $20.00 EACH. LARGE 

Cents $2000.00. 25c before 1916 $300.00. 50c before 1916 
$750.00. Commemorative 50c. 1915 to 1930 $60.00. Gold 
Coins $5000.00. Uncirculated Lincoln Cents before 1932. 
Half Cents, Half Dimes. Foreign Coins. Paper Money and 
Thousands of Others to $2500.00 Each. Send Dime for 
World's Largest 10c Complete Illustrated Catalogue. 
Romanccoinshop, Dept. 143, Nantasket, -Mass. 

FINER FINISHING. ROLLS DEVELOPED AND 
PRINTED. WITH ONE COLORED ENLARGEMENT, 
or two professional enlargements all for 25c (coin). 
Genuine. Nationally known. Moon-Tone Superior quality. 
MOKN PHOTO SERVICE’:, Box B-867, LaCrossc, Wis. 

UP TO $3.00 EACH FOR CERTAIN LINCOLN PEN¬ 
NIES LARGE CENTS $90 00: INDIAN HEAD CENTS 
$50.00; NICKELS BEFORE 1914 $100.00; DIMES BE¬ 
FORE 1895 $300.00; WE PURCHASE AND PAY HIGH¬ 
EST PRICES. Keep posted. Send 15c for new and inter¬ 
esting complete 28 page 1936 buying catalog, before sending 
coins. American Coin Co., Dept. 325, Muskogee. Okla. 


SONG. I*OF.M WRITERS: SEND FOR FREE COPY of 
Booklet, revealing Secrets of Successful Songwriting, in¬ 
cluding free Rhyming Dictionary and market information. 
Tf you write poems or melodies. Send for Our Offer Today. 
MMM Tub's., Dept. Al, Studio Bldg., Portland, Ore. 

OLD MONEY WANTED. DO YOU KNOW THAT COIN 
COLLECTORS PAY UP TO $190.00 FOR CERTAIN U. 
S CENTS? AND HIGH PREMIUMS FOR ALL RARE 
COINS? T BUY ALL KINDS. SEND 4c FOR LARGE 
COIN FOLDER. MAY MEAN MUCH PROFIT TO YOU. 
B. Max Mehl. 7 Mehl Bldg., Fort Worth, Texas. _ 

ROLLS DEVELOPED—TW O' BEAUTIFUL DOUBLE 
Weight Professional Enlargements and 8 guaranteed never 
Fade Perfect Tone prints. 25c coin. Rays Photo Service, 
La Crosse, Wisconsin. 


BE A GOVERNMENT FILE CLERK. FILE CLERKS 
START $105-$120 MONTH. MEN-WOMEN. AGE 18-50. 
Common school education. Want to qualify for next en¬ 
trance test? Wr ite. Instruction Service, 105, St. Louis. Mo. 

SONG POEMS WANTED TO BE SET TO MUSIC. FREE 
EXAMINATION. SEND FOR OFFER. MrNKTL. 
BVCITELOR OF MUSIC, 1582-E W. 27TH STREET, 
LOS A NGELES. CALIFORNIA. _ 

MRS. M. EARNED $267. THREE WEEKS RAISING 
mushrooms in cellar! Exceptional, but your cellar, shed 
perhaps suitable. We buy crops. Book FREE. UNITED, 
3848-Al62 Lincol n Ave., Chicago. _ 

20 REPRINTS 25c. FILMS DEVELOPED TWO PRINTS 
each negative 25c. Three 5x7 enlargements 23c. SKRUD- 
LAN P, 6970-89 George. Chicago. _ 

MEN—WOMEN. GET GOVERNMENT JOBS. START 
$105-$175 month. Full particulars and sample coaching free. 
Write F ranklin Institute. Dept. R54, Rochester, N, Y . 

Old Stamps and envelopes wanted. Will pay $85.00 for 1924 
le green Franklin, rotary perf. 11 stamp. Write before send¬ 
ing. Large Illustrated Folder 10c. WW. Box 444, Elyria, O. 

ROLLS DEVELOPED 116 STZE OR SMALLER. ‘ EIGHT 
ENLARGEMENTS. EIGHT." NO SMALL PRINTS. 25c. 
LA CRO SSE PHOTO WORKS. LA CROSSE, WIS. 

IF YOU LIKE TO DRAW. SKETCH OR PAINT—WRITE 
for Free Talent Test and Art Book. Federal Schools, Inc.. 
Dept. K126, Minneapoli s, Minn. _ 

"SONG POEMS WANTED—HOME. LOVE. SACRED, 
comic, any subject. Send poem today for offer. Richard 
Bros., 11 Woods Bldg., Chicago." __ 

BEAUTIFUL GLISTENING PRINTS. Roll Developed. 
8 guaranteed glistening prints, 2 enlargements. 23c. Amer¬ 
ican Photo Ser. , 2946-B. Nicollet. Minneapolis. Minn. 

EARN GOOD INCOME MAILING OUR ATTRACTIVE 
offers at home. Everything furnished. Stamp brings de¬ 
tails. Universal Sales, Box 471-K, Akron. O. 
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Introduce yourself by mentioning Woman's World when writing advertisers 


















































At the Sign of the Falcon 

(Continued from page 26) 


haunt him always. 

Down by the wharves where in these 
days of tolerable peace, the fishingboats 
from the Banks and ships of commerce 
from the Carolinas and the Bahamas dis¬ 
charged and took on their cargoes, a 
faded signboard creaked mournfully in 
the breeze that had now grown brisker 
as if it were created by the swift-beating 
wings of the night. The Inn of the Bell 
and Trident—Captain Gervaise of the 
Coronel had told Jaffray that the food 
was excellent there and the wine, and 
the beds soft to sleep in. 

So there Jaffray betook himself, hand¬ 
ed over his horse, with no regrets, to 
the stable-boy and went into the tap- 
room, into the floating fragrant smoke 
of seamen’s pipes that drifted in wraith¬ 
like wisps above the candles. 

There was a note of seriousness in the 
room and most of the seamen and the few 
Acadians who were there discussed the 
same thing. Jaffray presently caught the 
gist of it—a man had been murdered, an 
aged farmer who lived some distance 
down the coast towards Cape Sable. His 
name was Alphonse Giraud and he was 
reputed a miser with much gold hidden 
about the house where he lived. This 
was a law-abiding country, the men 
were saying, it would go hard with this 
rogue— 

Jaffray listened idly, his own sorrows 
were of more concern to him than the 
death of an ancient man whose whole 
life had been given to gathering gold 
and hoarding it. The landlord brought 
food—excellent fried fish and wheaten 
bread, but it had no taste to Jaffray 
Crewe. Slowly, as if some malignant 
force were creeping about him, he be¬ 
came aware of being watched. He turned 
sharply and his eyes met the glittering, 
curious orbs of a man who wore the cas¬ 
sock and cowl of a black Capuchin—a 
monk, of which there were full many in 
the land. 

There was something ominous, sinis¬ 
ter in the black monk’s unswerving stare. 
The face, under the cowl, was lean and 
famished looking, the nose sharp and 
hawklike. There was something—some 
evil in that face that Jaffray knew and 
had seen before—where he could not tell. 
Abruptly, the black monk, having fin¬ 
ished his meal, got up and came over to 
the table where Jaffray sat and bent 
down to speak to him. 

“Gently, now,” whispered the awful 
voice. “Come upstairs with me to the 
room I have and I will explain all to 
you. But come, Mr. Mallock, or ’twill 
go hard with you. These men would tear 
to pieces and rend, as wolves rend with 
their fangs, one who bore the sign o’ 
the falcon!” 


Jaffray, because there was no other 
course open to him, got up from his chair 
and followed the cassocked, vulture-like 
figure up the creaking stairs and along 
. a dark hall. The monk opened his door 
and went in first, lighting a candle and 
then closing the shutters. He made sure 
the door was bolted; then wheeled upon 
Jaffray Crewe, thrusting his horrible vis¬ 
age close to Jaffray’s— 

“Hast seen my face before, friend? 
Think now! Hast seen its like?” 

Jaffray’s eyes narrowed and his mouth 
grew stern. Like a flash it came— 
“Israel Mork! You are—” 

“Aye,” chuckled the monk. “Israel 
Mork it is. Once you laid me by the 
heels, young bantam. But now—” 

The grim circle of a pistol’s muzzle, a 
few feet from Jaffray’s eyes, finished 
Mork’s threat. The pistol in that skinny 
hand did not waver. 

“Where is the Falcon’s hoard?” said 
Israel Mork. “That’s what I have come 
to find from you. Which is the island? 
Speak now—I hold this pistol here and 
this time you will not avoid the dagger 
thrust. If you do I’ll blow a nice hole 
in that handsome brow. What did the 
Toad tell you, Mr. Mallock? Come, we 
will bargain. I have here the numbered 
chart, and the Toad, as they set me 
adrift, the dogs, whispered that you 
could tell me the number—you and the 
Falcon and he was dead and you soon 
would be.” 

“I know not whereof you speak.” said 
Jaffray. “But lower your pistol, Mork. I 
thought you were dead and yet hell 
would hardly receive your like and you 
could not get into heaven.” 

“Ha! Ha! That is good, Mr. Mallock. 
But say you will share with me if I 
show you the chart the Falcon left in 
Portobello. Your knowledge and mine put 
together, eh? No, they cannot kill Israel 
Mork. I was picked up a few days after 
they set me adrift—picked up by friends. 
I got the Falcon’s chart from his home 
in Portobello and I came up here. I 
heard about you—how you were taken 
to Quebec to be hanged and did escape 
the gallows. Then, when I saw you down¬ 
stairs tonight, I knew my quest was 
ended. You will not trick me, I know. 
I still hold this pistol in my hand and 
I fear not to use it. Now—” 

From the folds of his cassock, Mork 
drew a folded parchment and spread it 
upon the table, keeping the table between 
himself and Jaffray. It was a yellowed 
chart of the Nova Scotia shore and ev¬ 
ery island that lies off that shore—and 
they are legion. And every one was num¬ 
bered, far up into the hundreds from the 
digit one, the numbers ran. And below 
the chart were these strange lines— 
(Continued on page 28) 


Candies and Cookies for Christmas 
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Plain Foundation Cookies 


V> cup shortening 
1 cup sugar 
1 beaten egg 
cup milk 

1 teaspoon flavoring 


3 scant cups flour 
3 teaspoons baking 
powder 

^4 teaspoon salt 


Pinwlieels 

Leave one batch of Foundation 
Dough plain, color and flavor another 
with melted chocolate. Roll both out 
very thin, lay chocolate over plain, 
roll up like a jelly roll, chill and slice. 


Cream shortening and sugar, add 
egg, milk and flavoring, then sifted dry 
ingredients. Chill, roll out, cut and 
bake in moderately hot oven—375 de¬ 
grees F.—about 12 minutes. 

These cookies may be varied by 
making up double the quantity, divid¬ 
ing into th*ee or more portions, flavor¬ 
ing each differently, then cutting into 
different shapes or decorating differ¬ 
ently to add variety. 


Christmas Rings 

Cut Foundation Cookie Dough with 
doughnut cutter, sprinkle with colored 
sugar or tiny colored candies or press 
bits of candied cherry and citron into 
tops of cookies. 


Rich Gingersnaps 


1 cup butter 
1 cup sugar 
1 cup molasses 
1 cup cream 
About 5 cups sifted 
cake flour 
1 teaspoon baking 
soda 


% teaspoon ground 
cinnamon 

% teaspoon ground 
cloves 

1 y* teaspoons 
ground ginger 


Cream butter and sugar until light; 
add molasses and cream, the latter 
beaten until thick but not stiff. Com¬ 
bine with dry ingredients, sifted to¬ 
gether twice. Form into a dough and 
chill, preferably overnight. Roll out 
thin on a floured board, cut into de¬ 
sired shapes, and bake on greased 
baking sheets about 12 minutes in a 
moderate oven—350-375 degrees F. 






CAN YOU FIND 
MY TRIPLETS 

IN THE PICTURE BELOW ? 

3 OF THEM ARE MARKED EXACTLY ALIKE 


, Answer Quick! Get an Opportunity to... 


Just think—$2,500.00 cash all for your very own. You, 
YES, YOU, may be the very person to receive this mag¬ 
nificent fortune. You may take your very own choice of 
either the shiny, new, latest model Buick 8 Sedan and 
$1,250.00 promptness prize—or $2,500.00 all cash, if win¬ 
ner. Imagine what you could do with all that money, if you 
won First Grand Prize. We are going to pay out over 
$5,000.00 in big, cash prizes and thousands of dollars in 
extra awards. 


Besides the $2,500.00 cash prize, there are 103 other 
Grand Prizes. Second Grand Prize, a latest model 
De Luxe Chevrolet Master 6 Sedan or $800.00 cash; 
Third Grand Prize choice of beautiful latest model 
De Luxe Ford V-8 Fordor Sedan or $600.00 cash. 
There’s plenty of cash for folks who want to go after really 
big cash prizes. Fill in the coupon, mail quick and you 
will receive opportunity to win $2,500.00 cash! 


SEND NO MONEY-MAIL ANSWER QUICK! 


Right now, look at the picture below and see if you can 
find TH E T RI PLETS, the three lovable tender puppies 
that look alike, and send your answer today to get the 

opportunity to win a marvelous, magnificent fortune. 
With all this money you could do the things you have 
always wanted to do. Can you help Princess'Lett y find her 
TRIPLETS? Princess Letty is the devoted mother of the 

PRIZE MONEY WILL BE PAID!! 

This year marks the first of our enormous cash prize 
offers. We want people everywhere to have the oppor¬ 
tunity to share in this great distribution of cash. The 
President of our Corporation pledges himself to pay 

each and every prize and duplicate prizes in case of ties. 
Get your share! See if you can FIND THE TRIPLETS, 
mail the coupon and get this wonderful opportunity. 

Then go after the first Grand Prize. Oh, 
boy, imagine what you could 


ten bewildered puppies pictured below. Look at them, see 
how alike all of them look but three of them, THE 
TRIPLETS, are marked EXACTLY alike! That’s where 
the fun begins. Look for the identifying marks around 
the heads, eyes, ears, noses and mouths. It isn’t quite 
as easy as it appears — but KEEP LOOKING and you 
may find them. Mark the numbers of the Triplets in the 
coupon below and mail it to us today. 

JUST MAIL COUPON! 

Don’t send a penny with your answer. You risk no money, 
and it costs only a postage stamp to send your answer, 
getting the opportunity to win$2,500.00all cash if prompt. 

The Paradise Company is a reliable concern, and if you 
are declared First Prize Winner, you take absolutely no 
risk, according to the plan which your answe. brings, then 
you get $2,500.00 all cash if preferred. Remember, there 
are thousands of dollars in prizes. You want the opportu¬ 
nity to win $2,500.00 cash? Mail your answer today. 

THE PARADISE COMPANY Dept cmc A Go??L^No 0 . h s , ° st ‘ 



$1,250.00 CASH 

Send answer quick and we will 
tell you how the winner gets 
$1,250.00 cash 

FOR PROMPTNESS 


• 

Want 

r "T' HEN write post haste for our spare-time plan 

1 of neighborhood representation. 

If you have even an hour of leisure time during 
the day or week, let us show you how easily you can 
turn it into cash. We want one woman in each 
town to look after our new and renewal subscription 
orders in her spare time. The work is dignified and 
interesting and your earnings depend entirely on the 
time you can devote to it. 

SJOO 

? 

• 

$5.00 to $25.00 

Many of our representatives have developed 
year-round businesses netting them regularly from 
$5.00 to $25.00 a month. You can do the same. 

No investment is required; no experience is 
necessary. We tell you what to do and show you 
how to do it. A postcard brings full information. 

No obligation. Address, Mrs. Caroline B. Reid. 


WOMAN’S WORLD 

481 Eighth Ave., New York 
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Health Questions 
Answered 

By Dr. W. M. Smalley 


An Advertisement Informing The Public In A Common-Sense Manner How 
To Distinguish The Simpler Ailments And Symptoms, And The Right 
Remedies For Treatment. Each Medicine Possesses The Highest Qualities 
For The Purpose Intended. They May Be Procured of Leading Druggists 
Everywhere. 


When the functions of kidneys, bladder slow 
up, much and varied distress occurs; and im¬ 
mediate attention should be given, when back¬ 
ache, headaches, spots before the eyes, excess 
flow, scant flow, with burning, stinging pain 
and too frequent desire to void, especially at 
night, is present. 

For functional inertia, (weak acting kidneys) 
there is nothing I know of so beneficial as 
Balmwort Tablets, containing diuretic, soothing, 
sedative ingredients, which aid the entire urinary 
system, promptly and harmlessly. 


THANKFUL LETTERS 

N. S. Pittsburgh, Pa. “I was troubled with 
pimples, (common acne) for about 18 months. 
I heard that sulphur was awful good to clear 
up the skin but I knew that I could not take 
that stuff. While in a drug store one day I 
learned about Sulpherb Tablets. I tried them 
and in a couple of months my skin cleared up. 
Since then I’ve taken one box every year as a 
‘spring tonic’.” Signed: Jos. J. Glock, 824 Mad¬ 
ison Ave. 

* * * 


Mrs. K. L. B. asks: “My children are often 
subject to spasmodic croup every week or two 
in winter and spring. Then they cough and 
cough night after night. Please advise a 
remedy.” 

Answer: Use Essence Mentho-Laxene and 
Mentho-Laxene Salve. These used as per direc¬ 
tions are quickly effective. 

* * * 

C. K. K. writes: “I am 19 and afflicted with 
unsightly pimples (common acne) all over my 
face. Also constipated and about once a month 
suffer dreadfully with ‘itching hives.’ Please 
help me?” 

Answer: To correct the tendency to constipa¬ 
tion and aid the elimination of the waste prod¬ 
ucts in the system take Sulpherb Tablets three 
times daily for several weeks. 

* * * 

W. R. S. writes: “I am 25. Have been 
unable to work because of a secondary anemic 
condition, loss of weight and strength. Am 
pale, and extremities are cold. Appetite poor 
and do not sleep well, as I am very nervous.” 

Answer: Your condition is often described as 
a “weak, run-down state of the system.” I 
advise Cadomene tablets be taken over a period 
of several months, as a tonic for increasing the 
hemoglobin of the blood, and the stability of the 
nerves. 

* * * 

A. R. writes: “We are a family of five. All 
of us are greatly troubled with constipation. 
Most everything used loses its effectiveness and 
requires increasing dose.” 

Answer: You will find by trial that Casca 
Royal Pills is exactly the kind of a medicine 
your family can use. 


Glen Ridge, N. J. “I feel an urge to write 
and tell you what wonderful results I have had 
in using five grain Su-thol Tablets in the last 
month. I will say they have done me more good 
for headaches than all the medicine and treat¬ 
ments I had taken for such a long time. The 
best of praise for Su-thol Tablets! Sincerely 
etc.” Signed: Mrs. Knox, 44 Edgewood Ave¬ 
nue. 


Mrs. J. Anderson, 3256 Franklin Blvd., Chi¬ 
cago, Ill., writes: “In the past seven years I 
have used a number of the medicines you rec¬ 
ommend, with great success, but it is only 
recently that I’ve used Cadomene Tablets. I 
was very weak and nervous and nothing I tried 
seemed to afford much help until I discovered 
Cadomene Tablets. I am on the second box, 
but I already feel ever so much stronger and 
better in every way. I also use Casca Royal 
Pills once in a while and like them a lot. 
Thanks.” 

* * * 

Mrs. Joseph Koroly, 38 Stevens Ave., High¬ 
land Park, Detroit, Mich., writes: “For six 
years, off and on I had attacks of minor kidney 
and bladder disorder. I had to get up every 
night and suffered great discomfort. I saw 
where Balmwort Tablets were recommended in 
cases like mine. I sent for a package and I 
am thankful that I tried them. In just three 
days they brought me complete relief.” 

* * * 

Mrs. M. L. Beck, R.F.D. No. 5. Youngstown, 
Ohio, writes: “We have used Essence Mentho- 
Laxene and can say it has done wonders in re¬ 
lieving the coughs of several members of our 
household. My son has had a cough off and 
on several times, but nothing ever helped him 
like that grand Mentho-Laxene. We certainly 
appreciate such a fine medicine.” 


* * * 

Miss C. K. asks: “I suffer usually each 
month with dreadful headache and functional 
cramp-pains. What is safe and effective for 
relief ?” 

Answer: I advise five grain Su-thol Tablets. 
They contain no opiates or narc otics. _ 


Note: The Medical Director of The Blackburn 
Products Co. 412 College Bldg., Dayton. Ohio, 
will send his valuable guide to Health and 
Beauty and trial pkg. of Casca Royal Pills 
and Su-thol Tablets to any address upon receipt 
of 10 cts. Coin. The trustworthy medicines ad¬ 
vised can be obtained of all leading druggists, 
in the United States. 



The right kind of teeth needn’t be expensive. We proved 
this to thousands of customers who have improved their 

health and good looks with Alger Dental Plates _all at a 

low price that was a pleasant surprise. You save up to $50. 

A 60-day trial and money-back GUARANTEE insure complete sat¬ 
isfaction. Let us Bhow you how easy it is to order Alger Dental Plates 
by mail.Send no money. Write for details. 




E.S. WELLS, Chemist JERSEY CITY, N. J. 


CATARRH ™ SINUS 

CHART -FREE 

Guaranteed Relief or No Pay. Stop hawking— 
stuffed-up nose—bad breath—Sinus irritation— 
phlegm-filled throat. Send Post Card or letter 
For New Treatment Chart and Money-Back Offer. 
40,000 Druggists 9ell Hall’s Catarrh Medicine. 

63rd year in business. . . Write today 1 
F.J. CHENEY & CO., Oept. 2812, TOLEDO, O. 

DEAFNESS IS MISERY 

Many people with defective hearing and a 
H ead Noises enjoy Conversation. Movies; rAl 
Church and Radio, because they use /Wf 
Leonard Invisible Ear Drums which ill 
resemble Tiny Megaphones fitting 
in the Ear entirely out of sight. 

No wires, batteries or head piece. // 

They are inexpensive. Write for ^ /til 
booklet and sworn statement of A*/ 

the inventorwho was himself deaf. 

A. 0. LEONARD. Ino.. Suite 43. 70 5th Ave., New York 



STATEMENT OF THE OWNERSHIP, MANAGEMENT, 

CIRCULATION, ETC., REQUIRED BY THE ACTS 

OF CONGRESS OF AUGUST 24, 1912, AND MARCH 

3, 1933 

Of Woman’s World published monthly at Mount Morris, 
Illinois, for October 1, 1936. 

State of New York 
County of New York) 

Before me, a Notary Public in and for the State and 
county aforesaid, personally appeared Lee Ellmaker, who, 
having been duly sworn according to law, dei>oses and says 
that he is the Business Manager of the Woman’s World, 
and that the following is, to the best of his knowledge and 
belief, a true statement of the ownership, management 
(and if a daily paper, the circulation), etc., of the afore¬ 
said publication for the date shown in the above caption, 
required by the Act of August 24. 1912. as amended by 
the Art of March 3. 1933, embodied in section 537. Postal 
Laws and Regulations, printed on the reverse of this form, 
to wit: 

1. That the names and addresses of the publisher, edi¬ 
tor, managing editor, and business managers are: Pub¬ 
lisher. Woman's World Publishing Company, 461 Eighth 
Avenue, New York City; Editor, Ray M. Wallace, 461 
Eighth Avenue, New York City; Business Manager, Lee 
Ellmaker. 461 Eighth Avenue, New York City. 

2. That the owner is: (If owned by a corporation, its 
name and address must be stated and also immediately 
thereunder the names and addresses of stockholders own¬ 
ing or holding one per cent or more of total amount of 
stock. If not owned by a corporation, the names and ad¬ 
dresses of the individual owners must be given. If owned by 
a firm, company, or other unincorporated concern, its 
name and address, as well as those of each individual mem¬ 
ber. must he given.) Woman’s World Publishing Com¬ 
pany, 461 Eighth Avenue, New York City; Lee Ellmaker. 
461 Eighth Avenue. New York City. 

3. That the known bondholders, mortgagees, and other 
security holders owning or holding 1 per cent or more of 
total amount of bonds, mortgages, or other securities are: 
(if there are none, so state.) None. 

4. That the two paragraphs next above, giving the names 
of the owners, stockholders, and security holders, if anv. 
contain not only the list of stockholders and security holl¬ 
ers as they appear upon the books of the company but also, 
in cases where the stockholder or security holder appears 
upon the books of the company as trustee or in any other 
fiduciary relation, the name of the person or corporation 
for whom such trustee is acting, is given; also that the 
said two paragraphs contain statements embracing affiant’s 
full knowledge and belief as to the circumstances and 
conditions under which stockholders and security holders 
who do not appear upon the books of the company as 
trustee, hold stock and securities in a capacity other than 
that of a bona fide owner; and this affiant has no reason to 
believe that any other person, association, or corporation 
has any interest direct or indirect in the said stock, bonds, 
or other securities than as so stated by him. 

LEE ELLMAKER. 

Business Manager. 

Sworn to and subscribed before me this 23rd day of 
September, 1936. 

[SEAL.] EDYTHE E. TOMPKINS. 

Notary Public. 

(My commission expires March 30, 1938.) 


At the Sign of the Falcon 

(Continued from page 21) 


Odd on the right 
On the left even 

Add then in front the mystic seven 

And there from the tall pine pace 

North the left even 

East the right odd 

And down full three times seven. 

Israel Mork’s horrid eyes watched Jaf- 
fray as he studied these strange and 
meaningless words and from them stud¬ 
ied the. chart. But of them or it, Jaffray 
could make neither head nor tail. He 
looked up at Mork and met the cut¬ 
throat’s stare, saw his teeth bared wolf- 
ishly— 

“No lies, m’lad,” said Mork. “I’ll have 
it if I have to cut your heart out. What 
did the Toad tell you. Let’s have it; for 
if I don’t get the Falcon’s bloody hoard, 
neither will you. I mean that—” 

The door flew open as if a battering 
ram had struck it—which was just about 
what had, for the shoulders of two sturdy 
seamen had done it. Into the room poured 
men—soldiers, sailors, civilians, and flung 
themselves upon Israel Mork and Jaffray. 
It was useless to fight, Jaffray saw, even 
if he knew what to fight for. But Mork 
fought. They had knocked the pistol 
from his hand, but in the other now 
he had a dagger and brandished it aloft 
with a bloodcurdling yell, with awful 
mouthings and grimacings that Jaffray 
had experienced aboard the pirate ship. 
And Mork’s sleeve slid down as the at¬ 
tackers bore in upon him and there for 
all to see was the sign o’ the falcon on 
his arm. 

T HEY clubbed him to the floor; they 
pointed to the brand upon his arm 
and those who held Jaffray Crewe lifted 
his sleeve and found on him, too, the bird 
of evil. They searched Israel Mork then 
and found much gold upon him. 

“Yes,” said the inn-keeper, peering at 
the gold pieces. “It is even so. Look, mes¬ 
sieurs, you see some are marked with a 
little cross, and, as you all know, poor 
old Alphonse would mark every tenth 
coin he saved with this cross—only the 
good God knows why. But had I not 
chanced to notice the mark upon the 
gold piece this wretch gave me down¬ 
stairs tonight, he would surely have gone 
free, for who would suspect him in this 
sacred disguise?” 

So that was it! Jaffray looked with dis¬ 
gust at Israel Mork’s unconscious form. 
Mork’s greed for even this poor old man’s 
miserable savings had been his undoing. 
The Falcon’s hidden gold would never 
be his now and, indeed, if its finding de¬ 
pended upon the deciphering of the weird 
chart that, doubtless, the Toad and the 
Falcon had devised between them, it 
might never be found. Men were looking 
curiously at the chart now, reading the 
strange key words aloud— 

Odd on the right 


On the left even— 

What could it mean. They questioned 
him. He shrugged and said he did not 
know. They did not believe him. Pres¬ 
ently now an officer came with a guard 
and with him was a sallow-faced and 
cynical-looking man whom Jaffray recog¬ 
nized as Mark Pennock and who, ob¬ 
viously, from the quick gleam of triumph 
in his slate-colored eyes, recognized Jaf¬ 
fray for what he was and saw the possi¬ 
bilities of his predicament. 

“This man, Captain Goss,” cried Pen¬ 
nock, pointing to Jaffray Crewe, “has 
been hanging about Annapolis Royal for 
some time. I suspected he was a rogue 
and now it is clear he is the confederate 
of this murderer and one of the band 
of the Falcon. But what is this—” He 
spied the chart upon the table and to¬ 
gether with Captain Goss studied it 
carefully. 

He turned to Jaffray. 

“And what is your name?” 

“My name is Jaffray Crewe.” 

“You do well to avow it at last,” 
sneered Pennock. “Of course you know 
that the charges against you in England 
have been dropped, since some oaf con¬ 
fessed to having finished Baghote, and 
your friends, Fumival and Craymore. did 
make representations on your behalf—” 

“I did not know that,” said Jaffray. “It 
was good of you to tell me.” 

“It will not help you here, Sir Jaf¬ 
fray. The thing you have upon your arm 
will require a lot of explaining—partic¬ 
ularly since you have been an outlaw so 
long. It will be interesting to hear your 
story and that of your religious friend 
who seems now to be reviving to life.” 

It was so. Israel Mork had been clipped 
on the side of the head with his own 
pistol-butt; now his snake-like eyes— 
small, beady, glittering with malevolence 
as his situation dawned on him, darted 
from one to the other and finally rested 
on Jaffray, who stood between two sol¬ 
diers. Israel Mork leered and gnashed 
his teeth. 

“Bargain wi’ them, will ye! I can see 
it in your eyes. You’d sell a shipmate 
to save your own skin. You’d tell them 
where the Falcon’s gold is—and let me 
die like a dog. But ye’ll swing too. Mark 
me, ye will swing, me hearty. He was 
their leader, good sirs—their leader, he 
was—” 

Mork’s finger pointed accusingly at 
Jaffray. It was a lie. It was the half- 
mad corsair’s revenge for what he thought 
was Jaffray’s treachery in not sharing the 
secret of the Falcon’s cache with him. 

“Well, well, one rogue will hang the 
other, eh, Sir Jaffray?” Pennock rubbed 
his hands and there was pleasant antici¬ 
pation in his shifty slate-drab eyes. 
“They will deal speedily with you here. 
They know you very well, you see. At 
(Continued on page 29) 


NEEDLEWORK PRICES 


No. 128—Gingham Dog, complete as de¬ 
scribed with all materials except 
stuffing, postpaid for....30c 

No. 185—Golliwog, complete as described 
with all materials except stuffing, 
postpaid for.50c 

No. 922X—Alice doll, complete as de¬ 
scribed with all materials except 
stuffing, postpaid for..50c 

No. 184—Black Sambo, complete as de¬ 
scribed with all materials, except 
stuffing, postpaid for.30c 

No. 133—Rooster, complete as described 
with all materials, except stuffing, 
postpaid for.30c 

No. 478H—Hansel. Stamped muslin doll, 
wig yarn, embroidery threads, cutting 
patterns and full directions for mak¬ 
ing garments (materials for clothes 
to be supplied by you) are included 


in packet, postpaid for.25c 

No. 478HC—Hansel. Everything includ¬ 
ed in above packet plus full material 
for clothes, postpaid for.50c 


No. 478G—Gretel. Stamped muslin doll, 
wig yarn, embroidery threads, cut¬ 
ting patterns and full directions for 
making garments (materials for 
clothes to be supplied by you) are in¬ 
cluded in packet, postpaid for.25c 

No. 478GC—Gretel. Everything included 
in above packet plus full material for 
clothes, postpaid for.50c 

No. 183—Gingerbread Doll, complete as 
described with all material, except 
stuffing, postpaid, for.20c 

No. 932—Circus Elephant, complete as 
described with all materials 4for mak¬ 
ing, postpaid for.50c 

No. 859—Little Boy Blue Doll, complete 
as described with all materials for 
making, postpaid for.50c 


Address Order to 

WOMAN’S WORLD, 461 Eighth Ave., 
New York. N. Y. 
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TAKE 

YOUR CHOICE 

Woman’s World 2 Years and Any 
Two of the Following Magazines 
as Listed for only 

Christian Herald, 6 mos. g g* || 

Better Homes & Gardens, I yr... 

Romantic Stories, I yr.. These offers 

Household Magazine, 2 yrs. , , 1J , 

McCall's Magazine. I yr. z ' 0 1 d . a * t€ * 

Movie Classic, I yr. December 20 

□ Pictorial Review, I yr. 

□ Open Road (Boys), 2 yrs. 

D Parents’ Magazine. 6 mos.- 

□ Pathfinder (Weekly), I yr. 

□ True Confessions. 

□ Sports Afield, I yr. 



MAGAZINE 

BARGAINS! 

30 Day Opportunity 

Subscriptions may be new, re¬ 
newal or extension. All are 
for one year unless otherwise 
stipulated. Mail order now. 


CLUB No. D601 

Household Magazine. 

Good Stories. 

Gentlewoman .. 

Illustrated Mechanics. 

The Farm Journal. 

WOMAN’S WORLD. 

You save $1.00 


I 


CLUB No. D600 

Household. 

Gentlewoman. 

Good Stories. 

Mother’s Home Life. 

Country Home . 

WOMAN’S WORLD. 

You save $1.00 

CLUB No. D607 

McCall’s . 

Household . 

WOMAN’S WORLD. 

You save 70c 

CLUB No. D608 

Pictorial Review. 

Good Stories. 

Illustrated Mechanics. 

WOMAN’S WORLD. 

You save 70c 

CLUB No. D611 

True Confessions. ' 

Household Magazine. 

Good Stories. 

WOMAN’S WORLD. 

You save 85c 

CLUB No. D619 

Pathfinder (Weekly). 

Better Homes & Gardens.. 
WOMAN S WORLD. 

You save $1.00 


$*|00 
$“J 00 

$1 30 
$ "J30 

$J40 
$ “j 50 



WOMAN’S WORLD and your 
choice of any 4 of the following 
magazines, all one year, for $1.00. 


□ Home Arts Needlecraft 

□ Gentlewoman 

□ Country Home 

□ Good Stories 

□ Home Circle 

□ Farm Journal 


□ lllust. Mechanics 

□ American Poultry 
Journal 

□ Household 

□ Everybody’s Poultry 
Magazine 

□ Mother’s Home Life 


All Magazines Are for One Year 

Send all Orders to 

WOMAN’S WORLD 

461 Eighth Avenue 
New York, N. Y. 


The ease and grace with 
which you dance depends 
in a large measure on the 
simple fundamentals of po¬ 
sition, leading and follow¬ 
ing. 

Leading dancing masters 
endorse the position of the 
pair in the illustration. Be¬ 
gin with good position and 
you’ll not have faults to 
correct. 




W ’ HI L E you are learning fas¬ 
cinating new steps in dancing 
take care to learn the subtle differ¬ 
ence between leading and following. 
The man indicates the lead by a 
definite pressure with the right hand 
and arm, except when walking for¬ 
ward, when it is given with the 
body. 

The girl should be careful to let 
the man indicate the lead. She must 
not anticipate. Resisting slightly does 
not cause her to be heavy. Dancers 
are only heavy when they lose per¬ 
fect balance in their steps. 


Learn your fundamentals and you 
will never be one of those dancers 
with the “backward bends,” the “die- 
away head tilt.” 

If you want to learn to have as 
much style as the pair in the picture 
—to learn how to move through your 
steps with grace and ease, an inter¬ 
esting new booklet entitled “Social 
Dancing Self-Taught” will prove 
helpful. Diagrams and easy instruc¬ 
tions for all the modern dances. The 
fox-trot, waltz, tango, dance-walk 
and the rhumba. Prepared by a 
famous dancing teacher. 


At the Sign of the Falcon 


(Continued from page 28) 


least they know the falcon that perches 
on your arm. We killed two birds with 
one stone tonight, eh, Goss!” 

Goss laughed, appreciating this rare dis¬ 
play of smart wit. He ordered his men 
to take the prisoners to the fort. They 
were to be put in the dungeons—dungeons 
Jaffray found, where a good man would 
rot with the slime and mold of age, with 
the water that trickled down the moss- 
coated walls; there the darkness seemed 
to press close, suffocating, terrible. 

They had not put him with Israel Mork, 
and for that he was thankful. Mork was 
insane—a homicidal maniac. Yet they 
would take the man's testimony, they 
would believe him and condemn him, 
Jaffray Crewe, on the strength of what 
Mork said. Mork would paint things 
blackly for him. The loss of the treasure, 
the Falcon’s vast wealth that, on some 
one of those thousand rocks or islands, 
was safely hidden, would enrage Mork 
still further. Firmly the men believed 
that Jaffray knew the key to its finding. 
Why had the Toad told Mork that, put 
that mad fancy into his head? 

All night he lay awake, watching the 
narrow slit at the top of the dungeon wall 
that provided the sole ingress for the 
light of dawn. All night he sat on the 
pile of filthy straw that was his bed and 
hated the irons they had put upon him, 
constricting his movements already sadly 
limited in the narrow confines of his 
prison. And he thought of Ardeth and 
of his love, and this time he wanted very 
much to live, for he had known a fore¬ 
taste of happiness and to leave life now 
were indeed a pity. 


The morning was far advanced when 
the mighty bolts of the solid oak door 
grated and Captain Goss with two guards 
entered his cell. An old man followed 
them and laid a half-a-loaf and a tin 
mug of water at Jaffray’s elbow. The 
water he drank, but the bread was un¬ 
touched. 

“You will have much to take on that 
empty stomach,” said Goss. “It is your 
trial this morning and it has always gone 
hard here with such as you—a consorter 
with thieves and murderers, one yourself 
by the brand upon your arm.” 

It was a fair trial, as such trials go. To 
the Governor of Port Royal and his offi¬ 
cials it was known that the prisoner, Sir 
Jaffray Crewe, had been for long a fugi¬ 
tive and an outlaw; that he had been 
taken prisoner by the French and sen¬ 
tenced to hang on being charged and 
shown guilty of piracy on the high seas, 
and here in Annapolis Royal he had been 
found with a confederate, with the Fal¬ 
con’s chart—was he then not one of the 
buccaneers, one of those who had caused 
blood to run in the streets of Port Royal, 
who even now still came to find the gold 
they had buried and who murdered as 
of old? 

It was idle for Jaffray to speak in his 
own defence, but he told them his story, 
prepared already for the look of in¬ 
credulity that showed on their faces, for 
the derisive smile of Mark Pennock—but 
not for the wild laughter of Israel Mork 
and the pirate’s bitter accusation— 

“Believe not a word of it, my lords!” 
howled Mork, who hoped by accusing 
(Continued on page 30) 
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Lost Your Pep 
and Energy? 

Often the cause is 

INTESTINAL 

TORPOR 

Headaches with that dull, under-the-weather 
feeling are often due to Intestinal Torpor 
and may often be simply and pleasantly re¬ 
lieved. Intestinal Torpor— sluggish, torpid 
muscular activity in the Intestinal Tract 
usually requires a gentle-acting treatment. 
Don’t risk harsh, irritating purges that nause¬ 
ate. Use dependable Stuart’s Compound. 

Stuart’s Compound is made especially to 
relieve Intestinal Torpor. By helping to in¬ 
crease the muscular action in the intestinal 
tract, Stuart’s Laxative Compound affords a 
normal, proper elimination of body wastes. _ It 
contains no habit-forming drugs—no narcotics. 

If you are suffering from Intestinal Torpor— 
if lazy elimination has you below “par” try 
Stuart’s Laxative Compound today! This 
Compound has given quick, effective relief to 
millions for more than 40 years. See for your¬ 
self what it will do for you. Get a package 
from your druggist today. 


STUART'5 

LAXATIVE COMPOUND 

formerly known as 

STUART’S CALCIUM WAFERS 


$1.00 A MONTH 
PAYS ?o $3000 


No Medical Examination 


Think of it! For only $1.00 a month you may obtain 
a real Life Insurance Policy which provides up to 
$1500 for Natural Death and up to $3000 for Acci¬ 
dental Death, as specified, based on age. 

Ages 15 to 69. No Medical Examination. No Red 
Tape. No Investment Features. So d By Mail Or, y. 
That's why you can buy so much life protection for 
only $1.00 a month. 

SEND NO MONEY—NO AGENT 
WILL CALL 

To receive a policy for FREE INSPECTION, send a 
post card with your name, address, age at nearest 
birthday, and name of beneficiary. If not satisfied 
you owe nothing. If thoroughly satisfied with the 
policy, you may then send $1.00, which pays for your 
insurance until first of second month, following reg¬ 
istration, if application is aporoved. Since this 
FREE INSPECTION OFFER may be withdrawn, write 
today to GUARANTY UNION LIFE INSURANCE 
COMPANY, Dept. 51, Beverly Hills, Calif. 



I POST YOURSELF! It pays! / 

II paid $400.00 to Mrs. Dowty (t 
of Texas, for one Half Dollar; \ 

v.1.D.Martin of Virginia $200.00 - 
\ % for a single Copper Cent. Mr. 

Manning of New York, $2,500.00 for / 
oneSilverDollar. Mrs.G. F. Adams.Ohio, \ 
received $740.00 for a few old coins. I will pay big prices , 
for all kinds of old coins, medals, bills and stamps. 

I WILL PAY $100.00 FOR A DIME! 

1894 S. Mint • $50.00 for 1913 Liberty Head Nickel (not Buffalo) r 
and hundreds of other amazing: prices ror coins. Send 4c for V 
Large Illustrated Coin Folder and further particulars. It may 
mean much profit to you. Write today to /m 

B. MAX MEHL, 334 Mehl Bldg., FORT WORTH, TEXAS 

(Largest Rare Coin Establishment in U. S.) 

“Klutch” holds 

FALSETEETH 

Tight—all day 

KLUTCH forms a comfort cushion, holds the 
plate so snug it can’t rock, drop, chafe or be 
played with. You can eat and talk as well as you 
did with your own teeth. Why endure loose 
plates? Klutch ends the trouble. 25c and 50c 
at druggists'. If your druggist hasn't it, don't 
waste money on substitutes but send us 10c 
and we will mail you a generous trial box. 
HART & CO., Box 2452-L, ELMIRA.N.Y. 



BE A NURS 


MAKE $25-$35 A WEEK 

You can learn practical nursing at home 
in spare time. Course endorsed by physi¬ 
cians. Thousands of graduates. 13 8th yr. 
One graduate has charge of 10-bed hos¬ 
pital. Another saved $100 while learn¬ 
ing. Equipment included. Men and women 18 to 60. High 
School not required. Easy tuition payments. Write now. 
CHICAGO SCHOOL OF NURSING 
Dept. 4412, 100 East Ohio Street. Chicago, III. 
Please send free booklet and 32 sample lesson pages. 
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Jaffray to meet some leniency himself. 
“An innocent man, says he! Look 
at his arm, your honors, and know that, 
before he would be received into our 
crew he had with his own hand to spill 
the blood of one of his own companions. 
And that he did and he took the Falcon’s 
oath and was one of us. He lies to you 
and he lied to me. Put him on the rack, 
good sirs, and torture out of him the 
secret of where the Falcon’s hoard is 
hidden—gold and rubies, moidores and 
rare gems, my masters, to the tune of 
a hundred thousand pounds and more—” 
The Court listened with interest to 
Israel Mork’s tirade, and conversed in 
whispers among themselves. But Jaffray 
Crewe was sentenced to be hanged by 
the neck until he was dead, and the 
smirk of delight that appeared on Israel's 
face was shortly erased, for, in even 
swifter time, the Court imposed a like 
sentence upon him. 

P ENNOCK, who, apparently, was 
aide or secretary to the governor, 
came to see Jaffray shortly after he had 
been returned to his cell, while the jeers 
of the mob still rang unpleasantly in his 
ears. Pennock still smiled, but from the 
prisoner came no answering smile. Pen¬ 
nock had come to gloat. It was in part 
that, but there was something else. The 
guard was sent out of the cell. Pennock 
said— 

“You do not like the idea of death, Sir 
Jaffray?” 

“I do not fear it.” 

“The penalty can be revoked. There is 
a way for you to save yourself and His 
Excellency has charged me with the mis¬ 
sion of explaining it to you.” 

Jaffray was wary. He did not trust this 
man. Pennock perceived it. 

“You need not fear. If you consent to 
this you will be taken at once to the 
governor and if you speak the truth, you 
will be given your freedom.” 

“What is it then you would have of 
me?” demanded Jaffray. 

“The Falcon’s treasure-hoard,” said 
Pennock coolly. “Tell us on which of 
those islands it is hidden, explain the 
damned rigmarole on the chart and you 
will be given your liberty. Is it a bar¬ 
gain?” 

Jaffray shook his head. 

“No use! I do not know where the 
treasure is hidden nor can I decipher 
the chart. You offer me no chance of life, 
Pennock. Gladly would I give all the 
gold and gems in the world for my life— 
but as far as I am concerned this treasure 
is forever hidden.” 

“I think you lie,” said Pennock. “You 
are a fool. This money would help your 
own country in the conduct of the war for 
the supremacy of Canada. Are you such a 
traitor that you love gold better than your 
own life and better than your country? 
When the shadow of the gibbet grows 
deeper and darker, mayhap you will 
change your mind. I would not gain by it, 
you see, for I shall claim of Lady Baghote, 
to whom I have sent word of your cap¬ 
ture, the thousand pounds she offered 
for your head.” 

“She is coming here!” said Jaffray. 

“No doubt she will come to see her hus¬ 
band avenged. You seem eager for her 
coming. Perhaps you would ask her to 
intercede for you?” 

“No; I do not ask such favors of a 
woman. You may tell His Excellency that, 
if I knew where the Falcon’s wealth was 
hidden, I would gladly barter the knowl¬ 
edge for my life.” 

“Very good. But ponder well,” sneered 
Pennock. “The knowledge may come to 
you. If so, you have but to summon the 
guard and ask audience with the governor. 
Your confederate, Mork, swears that you 
alone know the secret. I do not think 
he lies.” 

Jaffray was left alone. He gave little 
thought to the Governor’s offer. It meant 
nothing to him. Mork was insane. The 
Toad had told him nothing about the 
treasure, had not spoken to him save 
to hiss a few meaningless words at him 
as the uncouth creature sprawled over 


At the Sign of the Falcon 

(Continued from page 29) 


him and dabbed on his accursed pig¬ 
ments. 

No, he could not buy his life that way. 
There was no escape now. A chill, a 
numbness seemed to touch his heart and 
slowly permeate it and from it to spread 
all through his body. Life—he clung to 
life and craved it—he who, of life’s 
ecstasy, had known only a few full mo¬ 
ments. Was there no way—no way to 
escape from this hideous place, to get 
away— 

Thus, grimly, bitterly, with set and 
dogged mien, he waited through the long 
hours. It must have been evening when 
she came; for he had heard the sunset 
gun and thought of other nights when its 
thunder would boom out and his ears 
would not hear it; how the world would 
go on just the same, and he not in it. 

They had given him a candle—-that he 
might have light in the few hours of life 
remaining to him, and in the candle's 
dim radiance she looked, to him who had 
begun to live with death—she looked the 
personification of the life he loved and 
felt so sad to lose. She wore blue—blue 
that he had always loved. Her hair was 
a shower of gold and her face so sweet 
and pale, the eyes so large and darkly 
blue— 

He stood before her, head bowed. She 
did not speak. The guard had closed the 
door upon them. 

“It was good of you to come to me, 
Ardeth,” he said. “I hoped you would. 
I wanted you to. Yet I did not think you 
would come to Jaffray Crewe, but would 
rather watch his finish. I had to lie to 
you—I had to! If you had known who 
John Mallock was you would never 
have allowed him near you and thus 


not want you to. I—oh, believe me, I 
don’t want to see you die. Even if your 
life can mean nothing to me. But you 
do not seem grieved for her you leave 
behind—this wife—” 

“I do grieve for her—and she for me.” 
“She knows then? She knows and is 
not here—here with you, by your side, 
to be with you till the last instant—” 
“She is with me, Ardeth.” 

“She is—” 

“You are my wife—from the night at 
Craymore’s carnival, you were my wife. 
’Twas I and not Ives Baghote who went 
through the masqued wedding with you. 
I thought it a mummers’ play and I—” 
“’Twas you! That night—” 

“Aye; no other. I had but come from 
the duel with Baghote; I wore the iden¬ 
tical costume; they forced me onto the 
platform. Hence, you see, it was no fruit¬ 
less wager I made with Hyde. It was 
won as soon as made. And with its 
winning—” 

“Your wife! All this time—that night 
aboard the Falcon; when you swam with 
me from the ship; in Quebec; all these 
long, fair weeks at St. Bertholde—your 
wife—and you—you did not claim me—” 
“I dared not claim you, Ardeth—not as 
Jaffray Crewe. But now—” 

She came into his arms, flung herself 
against him and her slim body trembled 
convulsively in his arms. 

“Why—why did you not dare?” she 
sobbed. “You tell me this when, in just 
a few hours, I must lose you. I did appeal 
to the Governor, to everyone, before I 
came here. It is of no use. They tell me 
that you can buy your own release if 
you tell them where the pirate’s wealth 
is hidden. You do not know, Jaffray?” 



When Martha goes in for a sport, she goes whole hog or not at all 


never have given him a chance to know 
your sweetness and beauty. Believe me, 

I did not wish to do thee wrong—” 

She was crying. Her small hands cov¬ 
ered her face; her shoulders, under the 
dark, open cloak, shook. 

“Do not weep for me,” he said. “Why 
should you weep?” 

She removed her hands, stiffened and 
that fighting, stubborn look came in her 
eyes. 

“I—I know not,” she said. “I did for¬ 
get that I talked to a man who deceived 
me, who is already wed. I came not to 
weep but to tell you, Sir Jaffray Crewe, 
that I know the truth now about—about 
him who was my husband—and I am 
sorry—sorry I was so harsh. I have naught 
against you, sir, except the silly wager 
you made. You see what it has brought 
you to—or helped to bring you to. Had 
you never heard of me—” 

“Twas not a silly wager,” said Jaffray 
softly. “Indeed it was the beginning of 
the most worthwhile things I have found 
in life.” 

“You should not talk like this. I—I do 
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“I do not know, alas, my sweet.” 

The door opened. The guard told her 
that she must go now. She clung to 
Jaffray. Gently, firmly, he put her away 
from him and made her leave him. This 
for his own sake—he could not much 
longer watch the utter abasement of her, 
once so proud, so cold; the complete sur¬ 
render of her being to him. He could not 
long watch that, without playing the 
woman himself, without yielding to bitter 
sorrow, so bitter that it sickened him. 

He could think no more of it—to be 
torn from her embrace, to be torn from 
life—in a moment. And he guiltless of 
any wrong. All his life flashed before 
him—his boyhood days with Eve, his ad¬ 
ventures with the gallant Craymore and 
Miles Furnival, so kind, so honest and 
gentle; Sir Giles Forsman and his father 
—his voyage to the Indies, his adven¬ 
tures in the Low Countries—scenes of 
battle and siege and the retching memory 
of the fine zest he had for life. How well 
and strongly he had lived life— 

That bright morning in Plymouth—the 
wager wit^i Hyde—his return to Crewe 
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Court and all that had come after it— 
the night on the Falcon— 

The Falcon—there on his arm, ani¬ 
mated in the candle-glow—perched that 
grim and ghastly bird with the cruel bill 
and talons; there it perched and looked 
at him with little eyes that in that waver¬ 
ing light seemed, fantastically, to glow 
like hellish rubies. Its head seemed to 
move—stiffly as an owl’s moves—it seemed 
to ruffle its plumage, seemed to mock at 
him. 

“Accursed thing!” he muttered. “You 
were the evil talisman that brought me 
to this—made of me another victim. You 
have dug your beak, your talons into 
my heart and now you will tear the heart 
from me!” He clenched his fist, the arm- 
muscle swelled and the macabre fowl 
seemed again to live, to move its head, to 
ruffle its feathers. 

Jaffray laughed nervously. The thing 
fascinated him. He had never bothered 
to gaze much on it before, hating the 
sight of it. Now it seemed like a com¬ 
panion, like a familiar, a demon that had 
been with him through all these months 
and had only now asserted itself. Did 
it gloat over him with those terrible, 
bead-like eyes—? Did it really ruffle those 
wings with their strange blue points— 
strange blue points that idly he counted 
—three—six—seven—on the right; three— 
six—eight—on the left? 

“Eh? God’s mercy!” he cried. He bent 
closer, put his arm closer under the 
light, counted again— 

Odd on the right 

On the left even 

Add then in front the mystic seven. 

Blue lines on the falcon’s breast—seven 
—seven—eight—seven—the chart with its 
numbered islands and this—this the one 
on which the Falcon’s hoard lay buried 
deep in the earth in a spot to be found 
by pacing north and east for eight, then 
seven paces— 

The candle guttered out; he was in 
darkness and yet there was light all about 
him—the light of hope. He had it—thanks 
to the Toad’s grim jesting, thanks to the 
evil Falcon— 

He summoned the guard and bade him, 
as soon as morning broke, to send word 
to the Governor that he must see him. 
The moments that had been so swift 
seemed hours now and each fancied sound 
sent Jaffray to his feet. 

T HEY came for him at last and took 
him to the governor’s office. Thereup¬ 
on the chart he pointed out the island, 
down near the tip of Cape Sable, that bore 
the number seven—eight—seven, and he 
explained the significance of the key and 
related how its meaning had come to him. 
It was clear. They struck the irons from 
him. 

“And for your sake I am glad, Sir Jaf¬ 
fray,” said the governor. “A man who 
can win such love from such a woman 
cannot be what we have made you out 
to be. Long hours she did plead with me 
last night—but I am not the law. She did 
storm and weep and I know not which 
was the worse. And she would not sleep 
—until sleep o’ermastered her.” 

“Where then is she, sir?” asked Jaffray 
eagerly. 

The governor walked to a door and 
opened it softly and beckoned to him. 
She was there, sitting in a big chair in 
front of a table, her head pillowed on her 
arms, so like a sleeping child, her hair 
a golden tangle in the morning sunlight. 
Jaffray tiptoed in to her; the door closed 
behind him. 

He touched her hair with his finger tips. 
“Ardeth!” he called softly. “Ardeth!” 
She lifted her head, stared sleepily for 
an instant, then with a glad little cry 
she caught his hand in hers. 

“Jaffray! I dreamed—dreamed that you 
were free, that I would have you always, 
that today you would ride with me—to 
our home—” 

“It is a dream come true,” he said. “A 
dream even fairer than a dream, my 
wife.” 

THE END 
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■HIS DOLL 



SENDS YOU T 


It is the world’s most famous doll—the 
world’s most expensive doll, too—and it 
resembles exactly the world’s most fa¬ 
mous little girl—Shirley Temple. 

The laughing eyes, the sparkling teeth, 


the curly, natural hair, the winning smile, 
the heartbreaking dimples are exactly 
like Shirley’s. She’s even dressed as 
Shirley appears in her latest pictures— 
and she stands 13 inches high. 


Officially Endorsed by Shirley — 


and her mother, this doll comes to you 
in a special Shirley Temple box. Each 
doll wears a beautiful Shirley Temple 
button which you may fasten on your 
own dress, thus proclaiming to the world 
that you are the proud possessor of one 


of these beautiful world-famous dolls. 

Photo of Shirley Also 
With your Shirley Temple doll you also 
receive a large 8" x 10" autographed 
photo of Shirley herself. It makes you 
feel good just to look at it. 


EXTRA! EXTRA! 

As a special reward for promptness 
we will send you in addition a 
booklet written by Shirley Temple 
entitled “The Story of My Life.” 
The booklet is illustrated with pic¬ 
tures of Shirley at home and at 
play. So, hurry and get this extra 
reward. 


Christmas Offer Brings 
Famous Doll Without Cost 

Xmas Offer No. ID—Send us only 6 
one-year subscriptions to Woman’s World 
at 50c each and we will ship you this 
Shirley Temple doll FREE and postpaid. 
Subscriptions may be new, renewal or 
extension. 

Fill out coupon below. Write names and 
addresses of the six subscribers on a 
separate slip and enclose with coupon and 
$3.00 in payment. 



Here's the PICK of OLD SANTAS PACK 





Birthstone Ring 


Coty’s Single Compact 


Master Magic Set 


How to Determine Ring Size—See Description of Ring 


The Parkerette, 
Standard Fountain 
Pen 


Left:—New Design 
Drip-O-Lator 


Baby Brownie 
Camera 


Cutex 

Manicure Set 


De Luxe Bingo Set 


Let Woman's World Help with the Family 
Christmas—and Spare the Family Purse 



Why not give Woman’s World to your friends this Christmas and 
get these fine rewards free? There is nothing you could give that 
lasts as long or costs as little or brings as much enjoyment as a 
year of Woman’s World. 

Christmas cards announcing the gift and bearing your name as 
donor will be sent to reach your friends before Christmas. 


Take Your Pick of These Presents 


Coty’s Single Compact—Latest design all 
metal gold-finished case beautifully burn¬ 
ished and tooled. Ends finished in blue 
enamel. Equipped with mirror, puff and 
Coty’s cake powder. A handsome and serv¬ 
iceable gift. 

Gift No. 2836 postpaid for 3 subs at 50c 
each. 

Baby Brownie Camera—Rich, black 
molded case. Burnished metal fittings. 
New type view finder, daylight loading. 
Takes sharp, clear pictures 1% x 2 Vi 
inches. Made by Eastman Kodak Com¬ 
pany. 

Gift No. 3005 postpaid for 3 subs, at 
50c each. 

Cutex Manicure Set—Consists of bottle 
of liquid polish, bottle of liquid polish re¬ 
mover, bottle cuticle remover and nail 
cleanser nail white penfcil, steel file, two 
emory pads, one orange wood stick, all 
packed in a handsome hinged box. 

Gift No. 1346 postpaid for 2 subs, at 
50c each. 

Master Magic Set—You can keep your 
company gasping and spellbound all eve¬ 
ning with one amazing trick after an¬ 
other—cards that appear and di-appear, 
beads that mysteriously vanish, coins that 
multiply themselves, etc., etc. A whole 
box of paraphernalia, a whole book of 
tricks. Easy to learn, simple to do, but 
baffling to the beholder. 

Gift No. 2879 postpaid for 3 subs, at 
50c each. 

Eveready Focusing Flashlight—A twist 
of the wrist diffuses light over a wide 
area or narrows it to a single penetrating 
beam. 6%" high, nickel plated. Complete 
with two batteries. 

Gift No. 5926 postpaid for 2 subs, at 
50c each. 

De Luxe Bingo Set—Handsome wooden 
markers for referee and players and suffi¬ 
cient cards for 15 to play at a time. Easy 
to play and full of thrills. Fun for an 
entire evening. 

Gift No. 3198 postpaid for 1 sub. at 50c 
and 10c extra (60c in all). 

The Parkerette Pen—A standard make, 
famous Parker fountain pen. Parker pat¬ 
ent tip insures smooth writing. Dip point 
in ink and press lever to fill. Size as il- 

MAIL ORDERS PROMPTLY 


lustrated 5%". Choice of Black, Gray, 
Burgundy or Green. 

Gift No. 3118 postpaid for 3 subs, at 
50c each. 

Drip-O-Lator—The very newest design of 
this world-famous coffee maker. Capacity 
6 cups. Vitreous china base. Aluminum 
water container. 

Gift No. 2729 postpaid for 4 subs, at 
50c each. 

Lapel Watch—Made in the smart pen¬ 
tagonal shape, white dial, case finished in 
tan and handsomely burnished metal. Stem 
wind and set. Excellent time keeper. 

Gift No. 3098 postpaid for 4 subs, at 
50c each. 

Birthstone Ring—Sterling silver, filigree 
mounting. Handsomely set with a colored 
synthetic stone. Be sure to give month de¬ 
sired. Sizes 5 to 10. 

Gift No. 3045 postpaid for 1 sub at 50c 
and 10c extra. (60c in all). 

How to Measure for a Ring—1st measure 
with a strip of paper the exact distance 
around the finger on which you intend to 
wear the ring. 2nd—Place this strip of 
paper on the ring scale at the bottom of 
this page one end on ‘‘A.” The number 
nearest the other end is the size of your 
ring. 



GIFT COUPON 


WOMAN’S WORLD 

461 Eighth Ave., New York, N.Y. 

I accept Gift Offer No. 

Enclosed is money in payment. Send 
merchandise as described, postpaid. 

Name ... 

Address . 
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OF RICH, RIPE-BODIED TOBACCO — ITS TOASTED 


PRIZE-WINNER 

Girl.. Dog .. Cigarette — Lucky Strike, of course. 
For "It’s Toasted,” a process which is private and exclu¬ 
sive with Lucky Strike Cigarettes, allows delicate throats 
the full, abiding enjoyment of rich, ripe-bodied tobacco. 
"Toasting” removes certain harsh irritants present in 
even the finest tobaccos in their natural state. "Toasting” 
is your throat protection against irritation—against 
cough. So, for your throat’s sake, smoke Luckies. 



